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PREl'AOE. 

In putting forth anotlier work, the Author is anxious 
to Eiiy a few words on the design of these stories ; not 
with a view to obviate criticism, but in hopes of point- 
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tions, according to the various charactera. "Scenes 
and Cliaracters " wa3 meant to exemplify the effects of 
being guided hj more feeling, set in contrast with stiict 
adherence to duty. In "Henrietta's Wish" the op- 
position is between wilfulness and submission — filial 
submission as required in the young people, and that 
of which it is a commencement as well as a ty^io, as 
instanced in Mrs. Frederick Langford. The design of 
the "GaBi\e Buildera" is to show the instability and 
dissatisfaction of mind occasioned by the want of a 
practical, obedient course of daily life ; mtb an especial 
view to the consequences of not seeking strength and 
assistance in the appointed means of grace. 

And as the veiy opposite to Emmeline's feeble cha- 
racter, the heroine of the present story is intended to 
set forth the manner in which a Christian may contend 
with and conquer this world, living in it but not of it, 
and rendering it a means of self-renunciation. It is 
therefore purposely that the end presents no great event, 
and leaves Marian unrecompcnsed save by the effects 
her consistent well doing has produced on her com- 
panions. Any other compensation would render her 
self-sacrifico incomplete, and make her no longer invi- 
sibly above the world. 

OctoUr Uth, 18Sa. 
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THE TWO CxUARDIANS. 



CHAPTEll I. 



Is hanlthfal, Reel, and si 
rlviikts In Way." ■"" 



Along a beautiful Devonshire kue, with banks of rock over- 
hung by tall howery hedges, rode a lively and merry pair, 
now laughing and talking, now summoning by call or whistle 
the spaniel that ran by their side, or careered throiigli tho 
fields within the hedge. 

Tho younger was a maiden of about twelve years old, in 
a long black and white plaid riding-skirt, over a pink ging- 
ham frock, and her dark hair hidden beneath & little cap 
furnished with along greon veil, which was allowed to stream 
behind her in the wind, instead f aff I' t; tl intended 
shelter to a complexion already a h 1 w darkened by 

the summer sun, but with little In n h heoks ; and 
what there was, only the palo pink gl w ! k a wild rose, 
called up for the moment by warm h and s and soon 

to pass away. Still there was no app a an f want of 
health; the skin was of a clear, s f f h had of brown ; 
the large dark eyes, in spite of all their depth ot melancholy 
softness, had the wild, untamed animation of a mountaineer ; 
the face and form were full of free life and vigour, as she sat 
erect and perfectly at ease on her spirited littlo bay pony, 
which at times seemed so lively that it might liave boeii 
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liiattor of surprise to a stranger that so jouug a horsewoman 
should be trusted on its back. 

Her companion was a youth some ten or eleven years her 
senior, possessing a handsome set of regular features, with a 
good deal of family likeness to hers ; dark eyes and hair, and 
a figure which, though slight, was rather too tall to look suit- 
able to the small, atout, strong pony which carried him and 
bis numerous equipments, consisting of a long rod-case, a 
fi.shing-basket and landing-net, in accordance with the lines 
of artificial flies wreathed round his straw hat, and the Tarious 
oddly contrived pockets of his grey shootiug-coat. 

In the distance at the end of the lane there appeared 
two walking figures, " Mrs. Wortley ! " esclaimed the 
jouug lady. 

" No, surely not out so soon I " was the answer. " Ste 
is in the depth of lessons," 

" No, but Edmund, it is, look, and Agnes too I There, 
Banger has better eyes than you ; he is racing to them," 

" Well, I acknowledge my mistake," said Edmund, 
drawing np his rein as they came upon the pwr, — a pleasing 
lady, and a pretty bluo-cyed ^rl of fourteen. " I did not 
lielievo my eyes, Mrs. Wortley, though Marian tried to per- 
suade me. I thought you wore always reading Italian at 
this time in the morning, Agnes. 

" Andlttoaghtyoii were reading I'tiedrus with Gerald," 
said Mrs. Wortley. 

" Ay," said Agnes, " we did not know what to make of 
you ooming up the lane ; you with your lanco there, like the 
Red Cross Knight himself, and Marian with her palfry for 
Una." 

" The knight must have borrowed the dwarf's ass," said 
Edmund, laughing, and putting his lanco in rest. 

" And where have you been, then, at this portentous 
time of day, Agnes ? " asked Marian. 

" We heard a report of Betty Lapttom's child having 
another fit," said Agnes, " and set off to see ; but it turned 
out to be a false alarm. And now we are going up to the 
Manor House to ask Lady Arundel if she has any arrowroot 
for it, fop ours is all used np." 

" Shall we find hor at leisure ? " added Mrs. Wortley. 

"Yes," said Mamn. "Gerald has finished his lessoua 
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TUB TWO GUABDJANS. 7 

by thie time. Mamma thought it would be too far foi" him 
to go with nB, and besides he frightens tho fish," 

" Which you are in too good training to do, Marian," 
said Mrs. Wortlej. " And how is your papa to-day ? " 

" Oh, it ia a good day," said Marian ; " he was ap teforo 
ive set off," 

" Down stairs ? For perhaps we had better not go now, 
just after he is tired with coming down," said Mrs. Wortley. 
" Mow, Mr. Arundel, you- will tell me honestly, and this 
arrowroot will do just as well another time ; or if Marian 
will eaiiy home the message — " 

" Well," said Edmund, smiling, " to give you a proof of 
my sincerity, I think you had better perhaps go rather later 
in the day. My uncle very unnecessarily hurried himself, 
thinking that he was keeping me waiting to help him down 
stairs, and I thought he seemed rather tired; bnt he will be 
very glad to see you in the afternoon. Indeed, he would he 
very glad now, only you asked me as a (juoation of prudence." 

"Don't make civil speeches at the end to spoil just such 
a reply as I wanted," said Mrs, Wortley. " I am afraid you 
do not think Sir Edmund mnch better since you were last at 

Edmund shook his head. " If he has not lost ground, 
it is well," said he, " and I think at least there is less pain," 

" Well, I will not keep you any longer," said Mrs. Wort- 
ley; "good-bye, and good sport to you," 

And with a wavo of the hand on rode the two cousins, 
Edmund and Marian Arundel, 

" What an excellent thing it is for the village that those 
Wortleys are come 1 " said Edmund. 

" Yes ; now that mamma cannot attend much to tho 
school and poor people, I don't know what we should do 
without tkem. How different it was in old Mr. May's time ! 
I hope we shall get the Church set to rights now, when papa 
is well enough to attend to it." 

" It is high time, certainly," said Edmund ; " our Church 
is almost a disgrace to us, especially with the Arundel aisle, 
to show what onr ancestors did." 

" No, not quite to as," said Marian; "you knowpapa 
would have done it ail long ago, if the idea had not vexed 
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poor old Mr. May so mucli. But Banger ! Eanger ! where 
is Eanger, Edmund ? " 

Edmund wUstled, and presently, with whirring, rushing 
wing, there flew over the hedge hesido them a covey of par- 
tridges, followed hy Eauger's eager bark. Marian's pony 
staj1«d, danced, and capered; Edmund watched her wittt 
coEsiderable aiisiety, but she remed it in with a steady, dex- 
terous, tiough not a strong hand, kept her seat well, and 
I'ode on in triumph, while Edmund exclaimed, " Capital, 
Marian ! " Then looking back, " What a shot that was i " 
he added in a sort of parenthesis, continuing, " I am proud, 
Mayflower is not a bit too much for jou now, though I think 
we must have given her up if you had had another tumble." 

" Oh, no, no, I do bo delight in Mayflower, pretty 
creature ! " said Marian, patting her neck. " I like to feel 
that the creature I ride is alive — ^not an old slag, like that 
animal which you are upon, Edmund." 

" That is oeoidedly ungrateful of you, Marian, when you 
learnt to ride upon this identical sing, and owe the safety of 
your neck to its quiet propensities. Now tale care down 
this stony hill ; hold her up well — ^tbat ia right." 

Care was certainly needed as they descended the steep 
hill side ; the road, or rather pathway, cut out between high, 
steep, limestone rooks, and here and there even bare of earth. 
Any one but a native would have trembled at such a descent 
but though tic cousins paid attention to their progress, they 
had no doubts or alarms. At tho bottom a clear sparkling 
stream traversed the foad, whore, for the convenience of foot 
passengers, a huge flat stone bad been thrown across from 
one high bank to the other, so as to form a romantic bridge, 
Marian, however, did not avail herself of it, but rode gal- 
lantly through the shallow water, only looking back at it to 
observe to Edmund, " We must make a sketch of that some 
day or other." 

" I am afraid we cannot get far enough off," said Ed- 
mund, " to make a good drawing of it. Too many things go 
to the mating of tho picturescLue." 

" Yes, I know, but that is what I never can understand. 
I see by woful experience that what is pretty in itself will 
not mate a pretty drawing, and ovcryore says so ; but I 
never ooiild find out why," 
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THE TWO GHARDIANS. U 

" Pei-haps because we cannot represent it adequately." 

" Yes, tut there is aiiotier puzzle ; you sometiincs Bee 
an exact repreaentatioo, which is not really a picture at all. 
Don't jou know that thing that the man who came to the 
door did of our house, — the trees all green, and the sky all- 
blue, and the moors all purple ? " 

" Aa like as it caa stare; yes, I know." 

" Well, why does that not satisfy us ? why is it cot a 
picture ? " 

"Because it stares, I suppose. "Why docs not that 
picture of my aunt at Mrs. Week's ccttago satisfy you as 
well as the chalk sketch in the diniug-room ? " 

" Because it has none of herself — her spirit." 

" Well, I should say that nature has a self and a spirit 
which must be caught, or else the Chinese would be the 
greatest artists on the face of the earth." 

" Yes, but why does an archway, or two trees standing 
up so as to enclose the landscape, or — or any of those things 
that do to put ia the foreground, why do they enable you to 
make a picture, to catch this self and spirit." 

" Make the phial to enclose the genie," said Edmund. 
" Abstruse questions, Marian ; but perhaps it is beoanse they 
contract the space, so aa to bring it more to the level of our 
capacity, make it less grand, and more what we can get into 
keeping. To be sure, he would bo a presumptuous man who 
tried to make an exact likeness of that," he added, as they 
reached the top of the hill, and found themselves on an open 
common, with here and there a mass of rock peeping up, but 
for the most part covered with purple heath and short furze, 
through which Sanger coursed, barking joyously. The view 
was splendid, on one side the moors rising one behind the 
other, till they faded in grey distance, each crowned with a 
fantastic pile of rooks, one in the form of a castle, another of 
a cathedi'al, another of a huge crouching iion, all known to 
the two cousins by name, and owned as familiar friends. On 
the other side, between two hills, each surmounted by its own 
rooky erest, lay nestled in woods the grey Church tower and 
cottages of the village of Fern Torr ; and far away stretched 
the rich landscape of field, wood, and pasture, ending at 
length ia the blue line of horizon, where sky and sea seemed 
to join. 
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10 THE TWO OCAKDIAHS. 

" Beautiful I how clear I " was all Maiian'a exelamation, 
though she drew up her horse anci gazed with eager eyes, and 
a deep feeling of the loveliness of the scene, hut with scarcelj 
a remark. There was something in the sight which made 
her heart too full for words. 

After a time of delighted contemplation, Hangcrwas sum- 
moned from a close investigation of a ratbit-hole, and turn- 
ing into a cart track, the cousins rode down the side of the 
hill, where presently appeared an orchard full of gnarled 
old apple trees, covered with fruit of all shades of red, yellow, 
and green. A little further on were the large stone harns, 
and picturesque looking house, which enclosed a farm-yard 
strewn with heapa of straw, in which pigs, poultry, and red 
cows were enjoying themselves. The gate was opened by a 
wild-looking cow-boy, who very respectfully touched his cap ; 
and at the house door appeared a nice elderly looking old 
fashioned farmer's wife, who came forward to meet them with 
bright looks of eordidity, and kindly greetings to Master 
Edmund and Miss Marian. 

" Thank you, thank you, Mrs. Comthwayte," said Ed- 
mund, as ho held Marian's pony ; " we are come to ask if you 
will give our ponies stable room for a couple of hours, while 
we go fishing up the river." 

" yea, certainly, sir, but won't you come in a little 
while and rest ? it is a long walk for Miss Marian." 

They did comply with her invitation so far as to enter the 
lai-ge clean kitchen; the kitchen for show, that is to say, 
wi^ the sanded floor, the bunch of evergreens in the covered 
kitchen-range, the dark old fashioned clock, the bright range 
of crockery, and well polished oaken table; and there, while 
Marian laid aside her riding-skirt, the good woman com- 
meneed her anxious inquiries for Sir Edmund, 

" Pi-etty much the same as usual, thank you," said Edmund. 

" No better, then, sir ? Ah 1 I was afraid how it was ; it 
is so long since I have seen him at church, and he uaed to 
come sometimes last summer ; and my husband said when 
he saw him last week about the rent, .he was so fallen away 
that he would hardly have known him." 

" It has been a very long illness," said Edmund. 

" Yes, sir; I do wish we could sec him about among us 
again, speaking as cheerful as he used." 
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THE TWO GOAn.DIAHB, I 1 

" Why he is very cheerful now, Mrs, Cortithwayte,' 
said Edmmid, " No one who only heard hiin talk would 
guess Low much he has to suffer." 

Mrs. Cornthwayte shook her head with a sort of gesture 
of eompasaionate admiration, and presently added, 

" But do you think he gets better on the whole, Master 
Edmund ? Do the doctors aay there is much likelihood of his 
being well ag^n, and coming ainoug lis ? " 

Edmund looked down and did not reply very readily, 
" I am afraid we must not hope for that ; we must be satis- 
fled as long as he does not lose grouad, and I certainly think 
he has had less pain of late." 

A little more conversation passed between Edmund 
and the good wife, and a few words from Marian; after 
which they set off across one or two fields towards the place 
of their destination, Marian carrying her little sketch- 
ing-basket in silence for some distance, until she suddenly 
dsclaimed, " Edmimd, is papa really getting worse ? " 

" Why should you think so, Marian ? " 

" I don't know, only from what you say when people in- 
quire after him ; and sometimes when I come to think about 
it, I believe he can do less than last year. He gets up 
later, and does not go out so often, and now you say be will 
never get quite well, and I always thought he would." 

" No, I am afraid there is no likelihood of that, Mari- 
an : the doctors say he may be much bettor, but never quite 
well." 

" But do you think he is better ? " 

" He has had less suiFering of late, certainly, and so far 
we must be thankful ; but, as you say, Marian, I am afraid 
he is weaker than last time I was at home, and I thought 
him much altered when I came. Still I do not think him 
materially worse, and I believe I might have thought him 
improved, if I bad been here all the winter." 

Marian became silent again, for her disposition was not 
to express her feelings readily, and besides, she was young 
enough to bo able to put asido anxiety which, perhaps, she 
did not fully comprehend. It was the ordinary state of 
things for her father to be unwell, and his illness scarcely 
weighed upon her spirits, especially on a holiday and day of 
pleasure like the present; for though she often shared Ed 
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13 THI! 1 

raufld'fl walks and rides, a long expedition like tbis was au 
unusual treat. 

After traversmg several fields, thcj entered a winding 
path through a copse, which, descending a steep hill side, 
conducted them at length to the verge of a clear stream, 
which danced over or round the numerous rocks which ob- 
structed its passage, making a pleasant, rippling sound. 
Here and there under the overhanging trees were deep quiet 
pools, where the water, of a oleai transparent brown color, 
contained numbers of little trout, the object of Edmund's 
pursuit. But more freijuently the water splashed, dashed, 
and brawled along its rocky way, at the bottom of the nar- 
row wooded ravine in which the valley ended. It was in- 
deed a beautiful soene, with the sun glancing on the green 
of the trees and the bright sparkling water; and Marian 
could Boareely restrain her exclamations of delight, out of 
consideration for the silence required by her cousin's sport. 
She helped him to put his rod together, and arrange his 
reel, with the dexterity of one who well understood the 
matter; and then sat down under a fern-covered rock with a 
book in her hand, whilst lie commenced Lis fishing. As he 
slowly proceeded up the stream, she changed her place so as 
to follow him at a distance; now and then making expedi- 
tions into the wood at the side of the hill to study some 
remarkable rock, some tree of peculiar form, or to gather 
a handsome fern-leaf, or nodding fox-glove with its parple 
bells. Or the little sketch-book came out, and she caught 
the form of the rock with a few strokes of bold outline and 
firm shading, with more power over her soft pencil than is 
usual at her age, though her foliage was not of the most 
perfect description. Her own occupations did not, however, 
prevent her from observing all her cousin's proceedings ; she 
knew whenever he captured i front she was at h'nl to iffer 
help when his h k w ght n ! mbl It k i 11 

and complete int t n th p t 

At last, aft a f 1 fi h uj th gl th y 

arrived at a pi wh th w Id ly 1 d n 

by a perpendi ul k f h t tw nty f t n h ht 

down which thwt fllwthtfllpptnffm 
and spray, forming a cascade which Maiian thought mag- 
nificent," — Edmund, "very pretty." 
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" Edmund, I am afraid tho Lake country has sjioilt you 
for Devonahiro. I wish they had nOTer scat your regiment 
to the north ! " 

" That would not prevent tho falls in WestaioreJand 
from being twice tho height of this." 

" It would prevent yon from saying that here It is not as 
heautifnl as any thing can be." 

" And BOthing short of that will ssatisfy you. Tou tad 
better stand in a aiari-ow pass, and challenge every paaaer-by 
to battle in defence of the beauty of Fern Torr." 

"I don't care about every body; but you, Edmund, 
ought to be more dutiful to your own home." 

" You are exelusive, Marian; but come," and be stuck 
his rod into the ground, " let us have some of your sand- 
wiches." 

" Not till you confess that you like Fern Torr better 
than all the fine places that you ever saw." 

" Liking with all one's heart ie one thing, admiring 
above all others is another, as you will find when you have 
seen more of the world, Marian." 

" I am sure I shall never think bo." 

Wlile this contest was going on, Marian bad unpacked 
some sandwiches and biscuits, and they sat down to eat 
them with the appetite due to sueh a walk. Then came a 
conversation, in which Marian submitted to hear something 
of the beauties of the Lakes, in the shape of a comment on 
the "Bridal of Triermain," which she had brought with 
her ; next an attempt at sketching the cascade, in which 
Edmund was succes^ul enough to make Marian much dis- 
contented with her own performance, and declare that she 
was tired of sitting still, and had a great mind to try to 
climb up the rocks oy the side of the fall. She was light, 
active, and well able to scramble, and with a little lielp here 
and there from her cousin's strong hand, the top was mer- 
rily gained; and springing along from rock to rock, they 
traced the windings of the stream even to the end of the 
copse and the opening of the moor. It was a great achieve- 
ment for Marian, for even Edmund bad only once been this 
way before when out shooting. She would fain have mount- 
ed to the top of a peak which bounded her view, but being 
assured that she would only find Alps on Alps arise, she 
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14 THE TWO GUABDIAKS. 

submitted to Edmund'a judgmont, and consented to retrace 
liei- steps, tlirOHsh wood and wild, to Mrs. Oornthwajte's, 
wliere they found a feaat prepared for them of saffron, buns, 
Devonshire cream, and cjder. Tten mounting their steeds, 
and releasing Eanger from dnrance in the stable, they rode 
homewards for about three miles, when they entered the vil- 
lage in the valley at the foot of thi> steep rocty hUl, from 
which it was named Fem Torr, Excepting the bare rugged 
summit, this hill was well covered with wood, and opposite 
to it rose more gently another elevation, divided into fields 
and meadows. The little old Churoh, with its square tower, 
and the neat vicarage beside it, were the only buildings above 
the rant of cottages, of which some twenty stood irregularly 
ranged in their gardens and orchards, along the banks of 
the bright little stream which bounded the road, at present 
scarcely large enough to afford swimming space for the nu- 
merous ducks that paddled in it ; but the width of its stony 
bed, and the large span of the one-arched bridge that trav- 
ersed it, showing what was its breadth and strength in the 
winter floods. 

A little heyond this bridge was a wioket gate, leading to 
a path up the wooded height ■ and Edmund at this moment 
seeing a boy in a stable jacket, asked Marian if he should 
not let him lead the ponies round by the drive, while they 
walked up the steps. She readily agreed, and Edmund 
helping her to dismount, they took their way up the path, 
which after a very short interval led to a steep flight of 
steps, cut out in the fiice of the limestone rook, and ascend- 
ing through ferns, mountain-ash, and rhododendrons for 
about fifty or sixty feet, when it was concluded by what 
might be called either a broad terrace or narrow lawn, upon 
which stood a house irregularly built of the rough stone of 
the country, and covered with luxuriant myrtles and mag- 
nolias. Immediately behind, the ground again rose so pre- 
cipitously, that scarcely could coign of vantage be won for 
the garden, on a succe^ion of narrow shelves or ledges, 
which had a peculiarly beautiful effect, adorned, as they 
were, with gay flowers, and looking, as Edmund was wont to 
say, as gorgeous and as deficient in perspective aa an old 
pioee of tapestry 

" There is papa out of doors," exclaimed Marian, iis she 
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emerged upoa the lawn, and ran eagerly up to a Batli uhair, 
in which was seated a, gentleman whose face and form 
showed too certain tokens of long and wasting iUaesB, He 
held out his hand to her, saying, "Well, Marian, good 
sport, I hope, and no more tumbles from Mayflower." 

" Marian sits like a heroine," said Edmund, coming up ; 
" I am glad to see you out." 

" It is such a fine oYoning that I wa5 tempted to eome 
and see the magnolia that jou ha 11 b n b t i 
and really it ia worth seeing. Th wh t bl 
magnificent." 

" But where is mamma ? " aake 1 M n. 

" Carried off by Gerald, to say wl th h j h a 
superannuated sea kale pot for som p p b t k wn t 
himself, in his desert island. They will be here again m an 
other minute. There, thank jou, Edmund, that is enough," 
he added, as hia nephew drew his chair out of a streak of 
sunshine which had just come over him. " Now, bow far 
have you been P I hope yon have seen the cascade, Ma- 

" yes, papa, and scrambled up the side of it too. I 
had no idea of any thing so beautiful," said Marian. " The 
spray was so white and glancing. Oh I I wish I could tell 
you one half of the beauty of it," 

" I remember well the delight of the first discovery of 
it," said Sir Edmund, " when I was a mere boy, and found 
my way there by chance, as I was shooting. I came up the 
gSen, and suddenly found myself in the midst of this beau- 
tiful glade, with the waterfall glancing white in the sun." 

"I wish we could transplant it," aaid- Edmund; "but 
after all, perhaps its being so remote and inaccessible is one 
of its great charms. Ah I yonng monkey, ia it you ? " add- 
ed he, as Gerald, a merry bright-eyed boy of seven years 
old, came rushing from behind and commenced a romping 
att.ack upon him. " Take care, not such a disturbance close 
to papa." 

" O mamma, we have had the most delightful day I " 
cried Marian, springing to the side of her mother, who now 
came forward from the kitchen garden, and whose fiiir and 
gentle, but careworn, anxious face, lighted up with a bright 
sweet smile, as she ohsei-ved the glow on her daughter's 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



usually pale cheek, and the light that danced in licr dari 
brown eye. 

" I am glad you have had such a pleasant day, my dear," 
said she. " It is very kind in Edmund to be troubled with 
such a wild goose." 

" Wild geese are very good things in their way," said 
Edmund ; " water and land, preoipioe and moor, 'tis all the 
same to them." 

"And when will you tate me, Edmund?" asked Gerald. 

" When yoH have learnt to comport yourself with as 
much discretion as Marian, master," said Edmund, sitting 
down on the grass, and rolling the kicking, struggling boy 
oyer and over, while Marian stood by her papa, showing him 
her sketches, and delighted by hearing him recognize the 
different spots. " How can you remember them so well, 
papa," said she, " whan it ia so very long since you saw 

" That is the very reason," he answered, " we do not so 
much dwell on what is constantly before na j^ when we have 
long lost sight of it. To be confined to the house for a few 
years is an excellent receipt for appreciating nature." 

!' Tes, because it mast make you wish for it so much," 
said Marian sadly. 

" Not exactly," said her father. " You caatiot guess the 
pleasure it has often given me to recall those scenes, and to 
hear you talk of them ; just as your mamma likes to hear 
of Oak worthy." 

" Certainly," said Lady Arundel. " I have remembered 
much at poor old Oakworthy that I never thought of re- 
marking at the time I was there. Even flaws in the glass, 
and cracks in the ceiling have returned upon me, and espe- 
cially since the house has been pulled down," 

" I cannot think how the natives of an old house can 
wilfully destroy all their old assooiations, their heiiioooma," 
said Edmund. 

" Sometimes they have none," said his aunt, 

" Ay," said Sir Edmund, " when Gerald brings home a 
fine wife fi'om far away, see what sho will say to all our dark 
passages and corner cupboards, and steps iip and steps 
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" Oil ! I shali Eot b^ able to bear her if ehe docs not 
like thenij" ei-ied Marian, 

" I suppose that was the case with Mrs. Ljddell," added 
Sir Edmimd, " that she discovered tlic deficiencies of the 
old house, as well as bi-ought wherewith to remedy them. 
He does not look like a man given to chaDge." 

" He has no such feeling for association as these people," 
said Lady Arandel, pointing to Edmand and Marian; "he 
felt his position in the country raised by her fortune, and 
was glad to use any means of adding to his consequence." 

" I should like to see more of Uiem. I wish we could 
ask them to stay here," said Sir Edmund, with Bomething like 
a sigh. " But come, had we not better go in ? Tlie knngiy 
fishers look quite ready for tea." 



CHAPTER 11. 



ight months had passed since the last recorded 
conversation, when Marian, in a dress of deep monming, 
was slowly pacing the garden paths, her eyes fixed oa the 
ground, and an expression of thoughtful sadness on her feee. 
Heavy indeed had been the strokes that had fallen upon 
her. Before the last summer had closed, the long sufferings 
of her father had been terminated by. one of the violent 
attacks, which had often been expected to be fatal. Nor 
was this all that sho had to rnoui-n. With winter had come se- 
vere colda and congha ; Lady Arundel waa seized with an 
inflammation of the chest, her constitution had been much en- 
feebled by watching, anxiety, and grief, and in a very few 
days her children were orphans. 

It was the day following the funeral. Mrs. Wortley was 
staying in the house, as were also the two guardians of the 
young Sii- Gerald Anindel and his sister. These were Mr. 
Lyddeli, a relation of Lady Arundel; and our former ac- 
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quaintancQ, Edmund Arundel, in whom, young aa he was, 
hia uncle tad placed full conMenee. He had in fact been 
entirely brought up by Sir Edmund, and knew no other 
home than Fern Torr, having been sent thither an orphan in 
earliest childhood. His uncle and annt had supplied the 
place of parents, and had been well rewarded for all they 
had done for him, by hia conaiatent well doing and com- 
pletely filial affection for them. 

Marian waa atartled from her muainga by hia voice elosa 
at hand, saying, " All alone, Mariaa ? " 

" Gerald ia with Jemmy Wortley, somewhere," she re- 
plied, " and I begged Mra. Wortley and Agnea to go down 
the village and leave me alone. I have been very buay 
all the morning, and my head feela quite confused with 
thoughts ! " 

"I am glad to have found you," said Edmund. "I 
have seen so little of you since I have been Lore." 

" Yes, you have been always with Mr. LyddoU. When 
doea he go ? " 

" To-morrow morning." 

" And you stay longer, I hope ? " 

"Only till Monday; I wish it was possible to stay 
longer, hut it is something to have a Sunday to spend here." 

" And then I am afraid it will be a long time before we 
see you again," 

" I hope not ; if you are in London, it will he alwaya 
easier to meet." 

" In London I Ah ! that reminds mo I wanted to asic 
you what 1 am to say to Selina Marchmont. I have a very 
kind letter from her, asking is to come to atay with her 
directly, and hoping that it may be arranged for us to live 
with them." 

" Ah ! I have a letter from her huaband to the same 
effect," said Edmund, " It really ia very kind and friendly 
in them." 

" Exceedingly," said Marian. " "Will you read her let- 
ter, and tell mo how I am to answer her ! " 

" As to the visit, that depends upon what you like to dc 
yourself, I should think that you would prefer staying witli 
tlie Wortleya, since they are so kind as to receive you." 
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" You don't DiGan," esolaimed Marian, cagorlj, " staying 
with them for oyer I " 

Edrannd shook his head. " No, Marian, I fear that can- 
not be." 

" Then it is as I feared," sighed Marian. " I wonder 
how it is that I have thought so much about myself; but it 
would come into ray head, what was to become of ua, and I 
was very much afraid of living with the Lyddells ; but still 
there was a little glimmering of hope that you might he 
able to manage to leave us with the Wortleya." 

" I heartily wish I could," said Edmund, " but it is out 
of my power. My uncle — " 

" Surely papa did Bot wish us to live with the Lyd- 
dells?" cried Marian, 

" I do not think he contemplated your living any where 
hut at home." 

" But the Vicarage is more like home than any other 
place could ever be," pleaded Marian, " and papa did not 
like the Lyddells nearly so well aa the Wortleys." 

" We must abide by his arrangements, rather than our 
own notions of his wiahcs," said Bdmnnd. " Indeed, I 
know that he thoi^ht Mr, Lyddell a very sensible man." 

" Then poor Gerald is to grow up away from his own 
home, and never sec the dear old moors ! But if we cannoi 
stay hero, I had rather be with Selina. She is so fond of 
Gerald, and she knows what homo was, and she know and 
loved — them. And we should not meet bo many strangora. 
Only think what numhera of Lyddells there are ! Boys to 
raake Gerald rude, and girla, and a governess — alt strangera. 
And they go to London I " concluded poor Marian, reaching 
the climax of her terrors. " Edmund, can you do noth- 
ing for us ? " 

" You certainly do not embellish matters in anticipation. 
You will find them very different from what yon espeet — 
even London itself, which, by the by, you would have to 
endure oven if you were with Selina, whom I snspeet to be 
rather too fine and fashionable a lady for such a homely lit- 
tle Devonshire girl." 

" That Mrs. Lyddell will be. She is a very gay person, 
and they have quantities of company. Edmund 1 " 

" The quaatities of company," replied her cousin, " will 
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ictei-fere witli you far less in jour schoolroom with the Misa 
Lyddells, than alone with my Lady Marohmont, where, at 
your unrecognized age, you would be in ratter an awkward 
situation," 

" Or I could go to Torquay, to old Aunt Jessie ? " 

" Aunt Jessie would not be much obliged for the propo- 
sal of giving her such a charge," 

" But I should take care of her, and maie her life less 
dismal and lonely." 

" That may be very well some years hence, when you are 
your own mistre^ : but at present I believe the trouble and 
change of habits which having you with her would occasion, 
would not bo compensated by all your attention and kind- 
ness. Have you written to her yet ? " 

" No, I do not know how, and I hoped it was one of the 
letters that you undertook for me." 

" I think I ought not to relieve you of that. Aunt 
Jessie is your nearest relation; I am sure this has been a 
great blow to her, and that it has cost her much effort to 
write to you herself. You must not turn her letter over to 
me, like a mere complimentary coudolonoe." 

" Very well," said Marian, with a sigh, " though I can- 
not' guess what I shall say. And about Selina ? " 

" You had better write and tell her how you are situ- 
ated, and I will do the same to Lord Marchmont." 

" And when must we ^o to the Lyddells ? I thought he 
meant more than mere civility, when he spoke of Oakworthy 
this morning, at brealfest." 

" Ho spoke of taking you back to London immediately, 
but I persuaded him to wait till they go into Wiltshire, so 
you need not be rooted up from Fern Torr just yet." 

" Thank you, that is a great reprieve." 

" And do not make up your mind beforehand to be un- 
happy at Oakworthy. Very likely you will take root there, 
and wonder you ever shrank from being transplanted to your 

" Never ! never I it is cruel to say that any place but 
tliia oan be like home ! And you, Edmund, what shall you 
do, where shall you go, when you have leave of absence ? " 

" I shall never ask for it," said he with an effort, while 
his eye fell on the window of the room which had been his 
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own for so many years, and the tJiouglit crossed liim, "Mine 
no more." It liad been his home, as fully as that of his two 
coaaina, but now it was nothing to liim ; and while they had 
each other to eJing to, he stood in the world a ]one!y man. 

Marian perceived his emotion, hut rather than aeem to 
notice it, she assumed a sort of gaiety. " I'll tell you, Ed- 
mund. You shall marry a very nice wife, and take some 
delightful little house somewhere hereabouts, and we will 
come and stay with you tOl Gbrald is of age." 

" Which he will he long before I have either house or 
wife," said Edmund, in the same tone, " but mind, Marian, 
it is a bargain, unless you grow sO' fond of tlie Lyddclls as 
to retract." 



" Well, I will not strengthen your prejudices by contend- 
ing with them." 

" Prejudice 1 to say that I can never be as happy any- 
where as at my own dear home ! To say that I cannot hear 
strangera I " 

"If they were to remain strangers for all the yeai's 
that you are likely to spend with them, there might be 
something in that. But I see you cannot hear to he told 
that you can ever be happy again, so I will not say so any 
more, especially as I must fini^ my letters." 

" And I will try to write mine," said Marian with a sigh, 
as she reached the door, and went up to take off her bonnet. 

Edmund lingered for a moment in the hall, and there 
was met by Mrs. Wortley, who said she was glad to see that 
he had been out, for he was looking palo and harassed. " I 
did not go out for any pleasant purpose," said he, " I had 
to pronounce sentence on poor Marian." 

" Is it finally settled ? " said Mrs. Wortley. " We still 
had hopes of keeping her." 

" Sir Gerald and M' s A d 1 ft mu h distinc- 

tion in Mr. Lydd 11 s y s t 1 1 f 1 1 th b t friends," 
said Edmund. " It w h d t p uad h m n t to take 
possession directly a th jl f h b ood for 

their spirits," 

"It is veiyk 1 f y t p t ff tli 1 d y," said 
Mrs. Wortley ; ' t w 11 b g i t for poor 
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" A grievous busicess for every one," said Edmund. 

" How ? Do not you think well of Mr. and Mrs. Jjyd- 
dell ? " 

"I kBOW my ujicle never ttowght of these poor chil- 
dren's living with them. He thought Mr. Lyddcll a good 
man of business, hut neither he nor my aunt ever dreamed 
of such a home for them " 

"Would they have preferred Lady Marchmont's ? Ma- 
rian is very fond of her, and was much gratified by a very 
nice affectionate letter that she received this morning." 

" Yes, but I am glad she is out of the question. It is 
offering a great deal both on her part and her husband's to 
take charge of these two, but it would never do. She is al- 
most a ehUd herself, — a bride and beauty under twenty, — 
exoesaively admired, very likely to have her head turned. 
Ko, it would be too absui'd. All her kindness, amiability, 
desire to make Marian her friend and companion, would only 
serve to do barm." 

" Yes, you are right; yet I cannot help half wishing it 
eould be, if it was only to save poor Marian her terrors of 
going among strangers." 

" I know exactly how it will be," said Edmund. " She 
will shut herself up in a double proof case of shyness and re- 
serve. They will never understand her, nor she them." 

" But that cannot go on for ever." 

" No; and perhaps it might be better if it could." 

" Well, but do you really know anything against them ? 
Ho seems inclined to be very Mud and considerate." 

" Electioneering courtesy," said Edmund. " But now 
you begin to question me, I cannot say that my — my mis- 
trust shall I call it — or aversion ? is much better founded 
than the prejudices I have been scolding poor Marian for. 
Perhaps it is only that I am jealous of them, and cannot 
think any one out of Fern Torr worthy to bnng up my un- 
cle's children. All I know of them is, that Mrs. Lyddell 
was heiress to a rich banker, she goes out a good deal in 
London, and the only time that I met her I thought her 
clever and agreeable. In their own county I believe she is 
just what a popular member's wife should be — I don't mean 
popular in the sense of radical. I think I have heard too 
something about the eldest son not turniiig out well; but al- 
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together, you see, I have not grounds enough to justify any 
opposition to their desire of haying the children." 

" How are thoy as to Church principles ? " 

" That I really cannot telJ. I should thini they ti-ouhled 
themselves very little about the matter, and would only dis- 
lito any thing strong either way. If my aunt had but been 
able to maie some arrangement 1 No doubt it was upon her 
mind when she asked so often for me ! " 

"Yes, but there is this comfort," said Mrs. Wortlcy, 
seeing him much tronhled, " tlsat she did not seem to make 
herself anxious and restless on their account. She trusted 
them, and so may we." 

" Yes, that is all that one can come to," s^d Edmund, sigh- 
ing deeply. " But Gerald ! One pities Marian the most now, 
but it is a more serious matter for him." . 

" Gerald will be more in your power than his sister," said 
Sirs. Wortley. 

" As if that was mach comfort," said Edmund, half smil- 
ing, then again sighing, " when even for my own concerns I 
miss my uncle's advice at every turn. And probably I may 
have to go on foreign service nest year." 

" Then he will be at school." 

" Yes, He was not to have gone till he was ten years 
old, but I sliall try to hasten it now. He must go with his 
sister to Oakworthy though, for to begin without him there 
would ba complete desolation iu her eyes." 

Here the conversatioE was concluded by Marian's coming 
down to write her painfully composed letters. That to her 
cousin. Lady Marchmont, who, as Selina Gienvilte, had been 
a frequent and favourite visitor at tke manor, ran glibly 
enough off the pen, and tlio two or three quiet tears that 
blotted tbe paper, fell from a feeling of affection rather than 
of regret; but tho letter 'to old Mrs. Jessie Arundel, her 
great aunt, and one or two others wbich Edmund had desired 
her to write, were works of time. Marian's feelings were sel- 
dom freely expressed even to those whom she loved best, and 
to write down espressione of grief, affection, or gratitude, as 
a matter of course, was positively repugnant to her. 

The great work was not finished tiU late, and then carao 
in Ocrald and Agues, and the tea drinking among them- 
selves was rendered cheerful by Agnes' anticipations of plea- 
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sure in their going tho next day to the parsonage for a long 
visit. Gerald hegan to play with her, and soon got into quite 
high spirits, and Marian herself tad smiled, nay, almost 
laughed, hefore the gentlemen eame in from the dining room, 
when the presence of Mr. lyddell cast over her a cloud of 
dull dread and silence, so that she did not through the rest of 
the evening raise her head three inches from her book. 

Yet as Mrs. Wortlej had said, Mr. lyddell was evident- 
ly inclined to he kind to her and her brother. He patted 
Gerald on the head as he wished him good night, and said 
good-naturedly to Marian that she must bo great friends with 
his ^rls, Caroline and Clara, 

Marian tried to look civil, but could not find an answer 
both sincere and polite, and Mrs. Wortley, speaking for her, 
asked if they were nearly of the same age as she was. 

"Well, I can't exactly tell," said Mr. Lyddell. "I 
should think she was between them. You aro thirteen, aren't 
you, Marian? Well, Caroline may bo a couple of years old- 
er, and Clara— I know her birthday was the other day, for I 
had to make her a present, — ^but how old she was I can't ex- 
actly recollect, whether it was twelve or thirteen. So you 
see you will not want for companions at Oakworthy, and you 
will be as happy there as your poor mamma used to be in the 
old house. Many was the laugh she has had there with my 
poor sister, and now they are both gone — well, there, I did 
not mean to overset you, — but — " 

Maiian could not bear it. She could talk of her mother 
to Mrs. Wortley, Agnes, or Edmund, with complete com- 
posure, but she could not bear Mr. Lyddell's hearty voice 
trying, as she thought, at sentiment, and forcing the subject 
upon her, and without a word or a look she hurried out of 
the room, and did not come back all the evening. Agnes 
followed her, and pitied her, and thought Mr. Lyddell should 
have said nothing of the kind, and sat down over the fire with 
her in her own room to read hymns. 

The next day Mr. Lyddell left Fern Torr, and Marian 
was so glad to gee him depart as to be able to endure much 
better Ms invitations to Oakworthy. That same day Marian 
and Gerald went to the parsonage, and Edmund, after spend- 
ing a quiet Sunday at IFem Torr, bade them farewell on the 
Monday morning. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

ChLWmii not tlilno ■ maj tread ' iny nursMytlnnr." 

Tub way of life at Eern Torr parsonage was so quicn as to 
afford few subjeeta for narration. Mrs. Wortley was a gentle, 
sensible person, very fond of Marian and Gerald, toth for 
their own sake and their mother's, and to be with her was to 
them as like being at home as anything could be. Agnes 
was quite wrapped up iu her friend, whom she pitied so 
heartily, and was to lose so soon. She had known no troubles 
escept through Marian, she revereneed Marian'a griefs, and 
in her respect for them was inclined to spoil her not a little. 
Then, though nothing agwnst the Lyddells had ever been 
said to Agnes, she had caught all Marian'a prejudiced dis- 
like to them, and sometimes in lively exa^eration, some- 
times in grave condolence, talked of them " as these horrid 
people." 

Marian felt every day was precious as it passed, and the 
time seemed to her far less than two months, when one day 
there arrived a letter from Mrs. Lyddell to announoe that the 
family were about to leave London, and in the course of 
a week Mr, Lyddell would come to fetch her and Gorald to 
Oakworthy. 

The letter was kindly expressed, but this was lost upon 
Marian in the pain its purport gave her, and the difficulty of 
composing an answer. She chose her smallest sheet of wiiting- 
papei- with the deepest black edge, wrote as widely as she 
could, and nsed the longest words, but with all Mrs. Wort- 
ley's suggestions, she could not eke out what she had to say 
beyond iSe firet page. She would not even send her love to 
her cousins, for she said she could have no particular affec- 
tion for them, and to express any pleasure in the prospect of 
seeing so many strangers would be an actual untruth. 

What a week was that which followed I Marian loved 
her home with that enthusiasm which especially belongs to the 
inhabitants of mountainous districts, and still more acutely 
did she feel the separation from all tkat reminded her of her 
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parents. If she liad not had Gerald to go with her she di^ 
not know how she could have home it, hot G-erald, her own 
beautiful brother, with his chestnut cthIs, dart bright eyes, 
sweet temper, and great elevemess and goodness, he must be 
a comfort to her wherever she was. Gerald waa one of those 
children who seem to have a peculiar atmosphere of bright 
gi-ace and goodness around them, who make beautiful earnest 
savings in their simplicity which are treasured up by their 
fnends, who, while regarding them with joy and something 
like veneration, watoh them likewise with fear and trembling. 
Thus had his mother looked upon Gerald, and thus in some 
degree did Mrs. Wortley; bnt Marian had nothing hut 
pride, joy, and oonfidenoe in him, unalloyed save now and 
then by the secret, half superstitious fear that such goodness 
might mark him for early death. 

By Marian's own especial desire, she went to almost 
every cottage to take leave, but all she could do was to stand 
with her head averted and her lips compressed, while Mrs. 
Wortley spoke for her. Her nest task was to look over the 
boxes and drawers at the manor bouse, in case it should be 
let ; for no one else could be ti-usted to decide what hoards of 
highly prized trifles should be locked up, and what mast be 
thiiJwn away. She alone could choose the little keepsakes to 
be given to old servants and village friends, and she must 
select what she would take to Oakworthy. 

She stood lingering before each picture, viewing the old 
familiar fiimiture with loving eyes, and sighing at the 
thought that strangers would alter the arrangements, look 
carelessly or critically on her father's portrait, think her 
wild garden a collection of weeds, and root up the flowering 
fern whioh Edmund had helped her to transplant. She went 
into her own room, and felt almost ready to hate the person 
who might occupy it; she lay down on the bed, and looking 
up at the same branch of lime tree, and the same piece of 
sky which had met her eyes every morning, she mused there 
till she was roused b;? hearing Gerald's voice very loud in 
the nuTseiy, H^tening thither, she found him insisting 
that his collection of stones and spars was much too precious 
to mend the roads with, as theii- maid Saunders proposed, 
and Agnes settling the matter satisfactorily by offering to 
tato thorn to adorn a certain den in the viearage garden with. 
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The ponies were to te turned out to gi'aas, the ratbits 
were bestowed ort James Wortley, and Ranger was to 
be kept at the vicarage tOl Edmimd conld come and fetch 
him, together with hia books, which Marian had to look out, 
and she found it a service of difficulty, since "Edmund 
Gerald" could scarcely be said to answer the purpose of a 
proper name in the Arundel family. 

The last day at home arrived, the eve of S. James. 
Marian went to prepare her class at the weekly school, re- 
solved to do just as usual to the last. She had to read them 
the conversation on S. James's Day ia " Fasts and Festivals," 
but she could hardly get through with it, the separation be- 
tween early friends reminded her so much of herself and 
Agnes, and then the comparison of the two roads, one in 
burning and scorching sunshine, the other in the cool fresh 
shade, almost overset her, for though she could not toll why, 
Khe chose to bo persuaded that the first miist be hers. But 
they both ended in the same place. She felt tears coming 
into her oyee, but she kept them down, and went on reading 
m a steady monotonous voice, as if the meaning was nothing 
to her ; she asked the children questions in a diy, grave, 
matter-of-feet way, as if she had not the slightest interest in 
them or in the subject, though her heart was full of affection 
to the dullest and roughest among them, and when she 
went away, her nod, and "well, good morning," to the 
school mistress were several shades further from warmth 
than nsual. 

All the way back from the school she was eagerly telling 
Agnes exaetjy the point where she left each child in her 
class, and be^ng her to say the kind things which she 
meant to have said to Grace Knight, the mistress. 

Agnes laughed and said, " I hope she will take my word 
for it all. Why could you not speak to her ? At least I 
thought you were not afraid of her." 

" I don't know," said Marian. "I thonght I could, but 
it is very odd. You see, Amos, how it is ; the more I care, 
the more I can't speak, and I can't help it." 

" Wei!, don't be unhappy about it," said Agnes. " I 
know what yon mean, and am ready to take you as you are, 
and if other people don't, it is their o\m fault." 

Agnes was rather too fond of Marian to be exactly right 
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here, for it was not at all a good thing that she should he 
eneouraged in a reserve which led her not always to do as she 
would be done by. 

The two girls came in, lingered ia each other's rooms 
while they dressed, and at last were called down stairs by 
Mrs, Wortley, who was ready to finish with them the last 
chapter of tie book they had been reading aloud together. 
G-erald sat ia the window, his friend Jemmy hanging over 
him, and the two together composing a marvellous battle- 
piece, in which Gerald drew horses, men, cannon, and arrows, 
and Jemmy, like a small Homer, suggested the various 
frightful wounds they should be receiving, and the attitudes 
in which they should fall. The general, with a tremendous 
Turkish sabre, an irairiense cooked hat, and a horse with veiy 
stifflogs, was just being represented receiving an unfortunate- 
looking prisoner, eonsiderablv spotted with vermillion paint, 
when a sound of wheels was heard, and both boys starting up, 
exclaimed, " Here he comes ! " 

He, as Marian knew full well, was Mr. Lyddell; and a 
cbiiliness came over her as he entered, tall, broad, ruddy, 
treading heavily, and speaking londly : and Gerald preBsed 
close to her, squeezing her hand so tight that she could 
hardly withdraw it to shake hands with her guardian. With 
one band he held her cold reluctant fingers, with the other 
gave Gerald's head a patromaing pat. " Well, my dears, 
how d'ye do? quite well? and ready to start with me to- 
morrow? That is right. Caroline ssd Clara have had 
their heads full of nothing but you this long time — only 
wanted to have come with me." 

Here Marian sucoeeded in drawing back her hand, and 
retreated to the window ; Gerald was creeping after her, but 
Mr. Lyddell laid hold of his chin, and di-ew him baek, saying, 
"What, shy, my man? we shall cure you at Oakworthy 
My boys will give yon no peace if they see you getting into 
your sister's pocket." 

Gerald disengaged himself, and made a rapid retreat. It 
was a long time before he again appeared, and when Mrs 
White, the housekeeper at the Manor House, came down in 
the course of the evening to say good-bye, she said, " And, 
ma'am, where do you think 1 found that dear child. Sir 
Gerald, not two hours ago?" She wiped away a gush of 
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tears, and went on. " I thowglit I heard a noise in the 
drawing room, and went to see, and there, ma'am, was the 
dear little fellow lying on the flooFj tlie bare boards, for the 
carpet is taken up, you know, Miss Marian, before his papa's 
picture, crying and sobbing as if his heart would hreak. But 
as soon as I opened the door, and he saw me, he snatehed iip 
hia hat and jumped out at the opea window, which he had 
come in hy, I suppose, for I Jievei- heard him open the 
door." 

Marian, after her usual fashion, had no reply, hut it was 
pleasant to her to think of what had taken place, since 
Gerald had not in general shown much concern at the 
leaving home. 

They all met at breakfast nest morning-, Marian waa 
firmly determined ogainet crying, and by dint of squeezing 
up her lips, and not uttering a word, eucceeded in keeping 
her resolution ; but poor Agnes could eat no breakfast, and 
did nothing but cry, till Mr. Lyddell, by saying that her 
tears were a great honour both to herself and Marian, 
entire^ checked them. 

" I hope," said Mr. Wortley, " that Mrs. lyddell will 
not be very strict in inquiring into the quantity of Marian's 
idle correspondence. The friends there mean to console 
themselves with multitudes of letters." 

" Oh, certainly, certainly," said Mr. Lyddell. " Old 
friends for ever I So nund, Marian, I mean to be yeiy angry 
if yon forget to write to Miss Wortley." 

" Thank you," said Marian, knowing that she was saying 
something siUy, and trying to smile. 

" Come, then," said Mr. Lyddell, " thank your friends 
once more for their kindness, and let us be going," 

Thanks from Marian were out of the question, and she 
tried to get out of hearing of the sentences beginning, " I am 
sure we shall always be sensible," " Nothing could be 
kinder," which her guardian was pouring out. She moved 
with Agnes to the door : the summer sky was deeply blue, 
without a cloud, the fresh green branches of the trees stood 
up against it as if bathed in light, the flower beds were glow- 
ing with gay blossoms, G-erald and Jemmy were playing with 
Ranger under the verandah, and the Church bells rang cheer- 
fully for morning service, but ala3 ! at the gate was the 
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carriage, Saunders sitting sobbing on the ontaide, and 
David Chappie, Mr. Wortley's man, standing on one leg on 
the step tallang to her. Near at hand was the gardener from 
the Manor House, waiting with his hands fall of Misa Arun- 
del's favourite flowers, and there stood old Betty Lapttom 
and her grandchild, Gerald's ncrse who had married, and the 
old man to whom the children had so often carried the re- 
mains of their dinner ; all the school children too, and Grace 
in the middle of them, waiting for the last view of Miss 
Arundel and little Sir Gerald. 

Mr. Ljddell finished his acknowledgments, and Marian 
and her brother received att embrace and good-bye from their 
friends, David jumped down and shnt the door, Saundera 
sobbed aloud, there was another, good-bye from each of the 
Wortleys, and a hearty response from Gerald, Mr. Lyddoll 
called out, " All right," and away they went. 

On went the carnage, past the Church, with its open door 
and pealing bell, the rooky steps np to the Manor House, 
nestled in the shrubs, the well-fenown trees, the herds of long- 
horned, red cattle, the grey stone cottages, and the women 
and tiny children at the doors, the ford l£roiigh the sparkling 
shallow brook, the hill with the great limestone quarry, the 
kiln s'o like a castle, the river and its bridge of one narrow, 
Jiigt-pitched, ivy grown arch, the great red rock, remembered 
as having been the limit of papa's last drive, the farm house 
in the winding valley beyond, with its sloping orchard and 
home field, the last building in the parish. They drove 
through the little market town, slowly wound up the heights 
beyond, looked down into the broad, beautiful space wnere 
the river Exe winds its blue course amid wood, field, and 
castled hill, descended, losing sight of the last of the Terrs, 
glanced at Exeter and its Cathedral, arrived at the station, 
and there, while waiting hand in hand on the platform, 
gajiing at the carriage, and starting at each puff, snort, cough, 
and shriek of the engines, Marian and Gerald did indeed feel 
themselves severed from the home of their childhood. 

It was not till the afternoon that they left the railroad, 
and then they had a two hours' drive through a country which 
Marian found very unlike her own : the bleak, bai'e downs 
of Wiltshire, low green hills rising endlessly one after the 
other, the white road visible far away before them, the chalk 
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pits wtite and cold, a few whiteytiown ponds now and then, 
and at long intervals a farm bouse, looting as if it had Jjeen 
set dovra there by mistake, and did not like it, cai'ts full of 
cbalk, and flocks of steep the chief moviHg objects they met, 
and not many of them. 

Marian sighed, yawned, and looked at Gerald many a 
time before they at length came to a small, ytn neat-looking 
town, where the houses stood far back from the street, and 
had broad clean pavement in front of them. " This is Oak- 
wortby," said Mr. Lyddell, and Marian looked with interest. 
The chni'ch was just outside the town, white, and clean look- 
ing, like everything else, and with a spire. That was all she 
could see, for they drove on by the side of a long park wall, 
enclosing a fir plantation. The gate of a pretty lodge was 
thrown back, and tiiey entered upon a gravelled carriage-road, 
which, after some windings, led to a large house, built of 
white brick, regular and substantial. TLey stopped under 
the portico at the door, and Mr. Lyddell, as be handed 
Marian out of the carriage, exclaimed, " Welcome to Oak- 
worthy Park!" 

It seemed to Marian that there was a whole crowd wait- 
ing for her in the hall, and she had received at least three 
kisses before she bad time to look around her, and perceive 
that this formidable troop consisted of a tall, fresh-coloured 
lady, two girls, and two little boys. Each of the girls 
eagerly grasped one of her hands, and drew licr into the 
drawing-room, exclaiming, " I am glad you are come ! " 
Here were two more strangers, youths of the age at which 
their juniors call them men, and their seniors, boys. They 
did not trouble the guests with any particular demonstrar 
tions of welcome, only Bbal;ing bands with them carelessly, 
and after another moment or two Marian found herself sit- 
ting on a chair, very stiffly and upright, while Gerald stood 
about two feet from her, afraid of a second accusation of 
getting into her pocket, looking down, and twisting the han- 
dles of her basket. 

" Lionel, Johnny," said Mrs. Lyddell, " have yon noth- 
ing to say to your cousin ? Come here, my dear, and tell 
m9^ were you very sorry to leave Fern Torr '? " 

Gerald coloured and looked at his sister, who replied by 
a hesitating, faltering, " Yes, very." 
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" All ! jcs, I see," said Mrs. Lyddell, " but you will soon 
be at Lome here. It shall not bo my fault or youv couaiDs' 
if you are not, — cli, Caroline ? " 

" Indeed it shall not," relonted Caroline, again taking 
Marian's hand, at first pressing it cordially, but letting it go 
on feeling the limp, passive fingers, which were too shy and 
frightened to return tlie pressure. 

Mr. Lyddell came in, and while hia wife was engaged in 
speaJttog to him, Marian had time to make her obserrations, 
for the chilling embarra^ment of her manner had repelled 
the attentions of her cousins. Though she had neyer seen 
them before, she knew enough about them to be able to fit 
the names to the persons she saw before her, aad make a few 
conjectures as to how she would like them. 

That youth in the odd-looking, rough, shapeless coat, yet 
with a certain expensiTe, fashionable air about tlie rest of 
Jiis dress, who stood leaning against the chimney-piece in a 
nonchalant attitude, waa her eldest cousin, EUiot Lyddell. 
The other, a great contrast in appearance, small, slender, 
and pale, witli near-sighted spectacles over his weak, light 
grey eyes, dressed with scrupulous precisioji and quietnesa, 
who had retreated to the other end of the room and taken 
up a book, waa Walter. The elder girl, Caroline, was about 
fifteen, a very pleasing likeness of her mother, with a bril- 
liant complexion, bright blue eyes, and a remarkably lively 
and pleasant smile, which Marian was so much taken with, 
that she wished she could have found something to say, but 
the dress and air both gave her the appearance of being 
older than Agnes, and thus made Marian feel as if she was 
a great way ^ove and beyond her. The other sister had a 
fair, pretty face, much more childish, with beautiful glossy 
light hair, and something sweet and gentle in her expres- 
sion, and Marian felt warmly towards her because she was 
her mother's god-child, and bore the same name. 

The younger boys, Lionel and John, were nice-looking 
little fellows of nine and seven. They had drawn towai'ds 
"Walter, gaaing all the time at Gerald, and all parties were 
rejoiced when Mrs. Lyddell, after a few more attempts at 
conversation, proposed to take the guests to their rooms. 

"With a light, quick step, she led tlie way up two stair- 
cases and a long passage, to a good-sized, comfortable room 
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intended for Marian, while Gerald's was just opposite. 
With a civil welcome to Saunders, kind hopes that Marian 
would make herself at home, and information that dinner 
would be ready at seven, she left the room, and Saunders 
proceeded with the young lady's toilette. Gerald stood 
gazing from the wiadow at the trees and little glimpse of 
the town in. the distance. He said little, and seemed rather 
forlorn till leave was given him to unpack some goods which 
he could not easily damage. Just as Marian was dressed, 
there was a knock at the door, and without waiting fop an 
answer, Caroline and Clara entered, the former saying, " I 
hope you find everything comfortable : you see we make you 
quite at home, and stand on no ceremony." 

It was pleasantly said, but Marian on]y gave a con- 
strained smile, and answered, " Thank yoa," in such an 
awkward, cold way, that Caroline was thrown back. Her 
sister, only conscious of freedom from the restraints of the 
dj-awing-room, began exclaiming in short sentences, " 
what a pretty basket ! so you have out your work already I 
what a lovely pattern ! how quick you have been iu dress- 
ing I we came to see how yon were getting on. what is 
this pretty box ? do let me see." 

" A wOrk-box," said Marian, by no means disposed to 
turn out all the small treasures it contained for Clara's in- 
spection. — Caroline perceived this, and said with a, little 
reproof to Clara, 

" You curious child ! Perhaps Marian would like to 
come and see the schoolroom before going down." 

" Oh, yes," said Clara ; " you must come. Yon have not 
seen Miss Morley yet, — our governess, — poor, unfortunate, 
faithful Morley, as we always call her." 

This manner of mentioning the governess, and before 
Saunders too, greatly surprised Marian, and she felt little 
inclination to face another stranger; but she could think of 
no valid objection, and allowed herself and Gerald to bo 
conducted down one of the flights of stairs into a passage 
less decorated than the rest of the hoase. Clara threw 
open a door, calling out, " Here they are ! " and Marian 
found herself in the presence of a little, nicely dr^sed lady, 
who looked very little older than Caroline, and had a very 
good-natured faos. Coming forward with a smile, she said. 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



34 THE TWO ouAiiDiAss. 

"Mifa Arundel, I beliere. I Lope you are quite well, 
and not tired. Sir Gerald, tow d'ye do ? We ehall be good 
friends, I am sure." 

Gerald stook hands, and Marian thought she ought to 
do so too; hut it had not been her first impulse, and it was 
too late, so she only made a stiff bend of bead and knee, 
Clara, happily uncoEseious of the embarrassment with which 
Mariau had infected Caroline, went oa talking fast and 
freely : 

" So, you see, this is the sehoolroom. There is Caro- 
line's desk, and here is mine ; and we have made room for 
you here. I suppose you have a desk. And here are all 
our boots, and our chiffonni^re ; Caroline has one side and 
I the other. Oh, I must show you my last birthday pres- 
ents. Ah 1 aren't we Incky to have got such a nice view of 
the terrace and the portico from here I We can always soe 
the people coming to dinner, and when the gentlemen go out 
riding, it is suoh fan, and — " 

" My dear Clara," interposed Miss Morley, seeing Ma- 
rian's bewildered looks, " your cousin is not used to such a 
chatterbox. I assure you. Miss Ajruudel, that Clara has 
been quite wild for the last week with the prospect of see- 
ing you, I have aetually not known what to do with her." 

Marian gave one of her awkward smiles, and said noth- 

"Tou left Devonshiro this morning, I tliink?" said 
Miss Morley. 

"Yea, we did." 

'.' Fern Torr is in a very be.iutiful part of the country, 
is it not?" 

" Yes, very." 

They were getting on at this rate when Mrs. LyddoU 
came in, and took Marian and Gerald down to the drawing- 
room with her, as it was almost dinner time. No sooner 
had the door olosed behind them, than governess and pupils 
at onee esclaimed, " How pale ! " "how shy!" "how awk- 
ward ! " 

" I dare say that is only shyness," said Caroline, " but 
I must eay I never saw anything so stiff and chilly." 

" Yes, that she is," said Clara, "but it's only shyness; 
t am sure she is a dear girl. But how white she is ! I 
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thought slie would have been pretty, because they Siij the 
Anmdela are all bo handsome." 

"She hag fine eyet 
little Sir Gerald, I e 

"Well, I hope we may get oa better in time," said 
Caroline, taking up a book, and settling lieraelf in a most 
Injurious attitude in spite of the unaccommodating furai- 
ture of the echoolroom. 

Marian recovered a little at dinner, and was not quite so 
monosyllabio in her replies. Her netting was a great re- 
sonree when she went into the drawing-room after dinner, 
and ahe began to feel a little leas rigid and confused, made 
some progress in acquaintance with Clara, and wiien she wont 
to bed was not without hopes of, in time, liking both her 
and Caroline very miicli. 



CHAPTER IV. 



Marian began the next morning by wondering what a Sun- 
day at Oakworthy would be like, but she was glad the for- 
midable first meeting was over, and greeted Gerald cheer- 
fully when he came into the room. 

After a few minutes a bell rang, and Marian, thinking it 
must be for family prayers, hastened into the passage, won- 
dering at herself for not having asked last night where she 
was to go. She was glad to meet Caroline coming out of 
her room, and after quickly exchanging a " good morning,' 
she said, " Was that the bell for prayers ? " 

" No, it was for the servants' breakfast," said Caroline 
" and' for ours in the schoolroom too," 

"But don't you have prayers in the morning?" said 
Gerald. 

" So," answered Caroline gravely. 

" Why not ? " the little boy was beginning, hut Mai-ian 
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pressed his hand to chcet him, shocked herself, and sori'j 
for Caroline's sake that the qnestion had heen. asked. 

Caroline spoke rather hurriedly, " I wish we could, but 
jou see papa is out so often, and there are so many people 
staying here sometimes : and in London, papa is so late at 
the House — it is very unlucky, but it would not do, it is all 
so irregular." 

" What ? " said Clara, hopping down stjurs behind them. 
" 0, about prayers ! We have not had any in the school 
room since Miss Cameron's time." 

" Miss Cameron used to read a chapter and pray with us 
afterwards," said Caroline ; " but when she was gone, mam- 
ma said she did not like the book she used." 

" Besides, it was throe quarters out of her own head, 
and that wasn't fair, for she used to go on such a monstrous 
time," said Clara. 

" Hush, Clara," said her sbter, " and mamma has never 
found a book she does think quite fit." 

" There's the Prayer Book," said Gerald. 

" O that is only for Church," said Clara, opening the 
sehoolroom door; "0 she is not here! Later than ever. 
Well, Marian, what do you think of her ? " 

".Of whom ? " asked Marian. 

" Of poor unfortunate faithful Morley," said Clara. 

" You call her so after Queen Anne ? " 

" Tes," said Caroline, " and you will see how well the 
name suits her when you are fdlly initiated." 

" But does she like it ? " 

" Like it ? " and Clara fell into a violent fit of laaghing, 
calling out to Lionel, who just then came in, " Here is Ma- 
rian asking if we call Miss Morley ' poor imfortunate ' when- 
ever we speak to her." 

" She is coming," said Lionel, and Clara sunk her bois- 
terous laughter into a titter, evident enough to occasion 
Miss Morley to ask what made them so merry, but the only 
answer she received was from Lionel, "Something funny," 
and then both he and Clara burst out again into laughter, 
his open, and hers smothered. 

Marian looked amazed. " Ah ! you are not naed to such 
ways," said the governess; "Clara and Lionel are some- 
times sad creatures." 
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Breaifast took a very long time, sad before it was quite 
over, Mrs. Lyddell came in, spoke ia her rapid, good-na- 
tured tone to Marian and Gerald, and remarked rather 
sharply to Miss Morley that she thought they grew later 
and later every Sunday. Nevertheless, no oae weat on at 
all the faster after she was goae. Miss Morley contLnned 
her talk with Garoliae and Clara about some young friends 
of theirs in London, and Lionel and Johnny went-fln play- 
ing tricks with their bread and butter, accompanied by a 
sort of secret teasing of Clara. Nothing brought them ab- 
Eolately to a conclusion til! one of the aervanta appeared in 
order to take away the things, and unceremoniously bore 
away John's last piece of bread and cup of tea. 

Johnny looked up at the man and made a face at him ; 
Miss Morley shook her head, and Caroline said, " How can 
you be so naughty, Johnny ? it serves you quite right, and 
I only wish it happened every morning." 

" Come, Gerald, and see the ponies," said Lionel. 

" My dears," said Miss Morley, " you know your mam- 
ma never likes you to go out before Church especiaDy to the 
stables; you only get hot, and you make us !ats with wait- 
ing for you," 

" Hobody s^ed you to wait for us," said John. " Conic, 
Gerald." 

" No, I see Sir Gerald is a good little boy, and is com- 
ing. steadily with us," said Miss Morley. 

" Yes, Gerald, do," said Marian. 

" There will be plenty of time by and by," said Gerald, 
sitting down again, 

" O very well," said John. " Well, if you won't, I 
will ; I want to see Elliot's colt come in from esereising, 
and ho will be sure to be there himself now." 

Lionel and Johnny ran off, Caroline looked distressed, 
and went out into the passage leaving the door open. Wal- 
ter was coming along it, and as she met him, she said, 
"Walter, the boys are off to the stable again; we shai! 
have just such a fuss as we had last Sunday if you cannot 
stop them. Is Elliot there again ? " 

" I am afraid he is," said Walter, 

"Then there is no chancel" said Caroline, retreating ; 
but at that moment Lionel and John came clattering down 
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from their own distant abode at the top of the house. 
" Who likes to walk with me through the plantations to 
Church ? " said Walter ; " I waa coming to ask if you liked 
to show that way to Gerald." 

Lionel and John, who had a real respect for Walter, 
thought it best to keep silence on their disobedient designs, 
and accept the kind offer. Gerald gladly joined them, and 
off they set. Mies Morley, Caroline, and Clara, had all 
gone different ways, and Marian remained, leaning her fore- 
head against the window, thinking what her own dear Sun- 
day-school class were doing at Fern Torr, and feeling veiy 
disconsolate. She had stood ia this manner for some min- 
utes when Clara came to tell her it was time to prepare for 
Church, followed her to her room, and contrived to make 
more remarks on her dress than Marian could have thought 
conid po^ibly have been bestowed on a plain black crape 
bonnet and mantle. 

Through all tho rather long walk, Clara still kept close 
to her, telling who every one was, and talking incessantly; 
till she felt almost confused, and longed for the quietness of 
the church, Mr, Lyddell's pew waa a high, square bos, 
curtained round, with a table and a stove, so iJiat she hard- 
ly felt as if she was in chm-eh, and she was sarprised not to 
see Elliot Lyddell there. 

They had to walk quickly back after the service, dine 
hurriedly, and then set off again for the afternoon sei'vioe. 
Jfiss Morley sighed, and said that the second Jong hot walk 
almost killed her, and she went so slowly that the schoolroom 
patty all came in late. They found no one in the pew but 
Mrs. Lyddell and Walter, and Marian once more sighed and 



On coming homo, Miss Morley went in to rest, but as it 
was now cool and pleasant, hor pupils stayed out a little 
longer to show the park and garden. They were very de- 
sirous of making the Aiundcls admire all they saw, and 
Lionel and John were continually asking, " Have you any- 
thing like that at Eem Torr? " 

Gerald, jealous for the honor of home, was magnificent 
in his descriptions, and unconscious that he was talking rho- 
domontade. According to him, his park took in a whole 
mountMu, his hoiise waa qiiite as largo and much handsomer 
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than Mr. Lyddell's, the gardea was lita tlie hangmg gardens 
of Babylon, and greenhouses were never wanted there, for 
" all BortB of ttinga " would grow in the open air. His 
cousins were so amazed that they would hardly attend to 
Marian's explanations, and thought her description of the 
myrtle, which reached to tho top of the house, aa fabulous as 
his hanging gardens. 

" And, Marian, what do you think of this place 1 " asked 
Clara. 

After some pressing, the following reply was extracted : 
— " It is so shut in with fir-trees, but I suppose you want 
them to bide the town, and there is nothing to see if they 

" Marian I " said Caroline, " when we showed you the 
beautiful view over the high gate." 

" Eut there was no hili, and no wood, and no water." 

" Did you not see Oakworthy Hill ? " 

" That tame green thing! " said Marian. 

" Tho truth is," said Jwmny, " that aho likes it the best 
all the time, only she won't own it." 

"Nonsense, Johnny," replied Lionel, " every one likes 
their own home best, and I like Marian for not protending 
to be polite and nonsensical." 

" And I teH you," said Gerald, " tliat you never saw 
anjtliing so good as my Manor house in your whole life." 

Here they went in, and Marian gently said to Gerald as 
they came into her room, " I wish you would not say my, 
Gerald, it seems like,- boasting. My park — ^my house — " 

Gerald hung his head, and tho colour came deeply into 
his cheeks. " Marian," said he, " you know how I wish it 
wasn't mine now," and the tears were in his eyes. " But 
they boast over me, and they ought not, for I'm Sir — " 

" Oh 1 hush, Gerald. You used never to like to hear 
yourself called so, because it pat you in mind — . Yea, I 
know tbey boast ; but this is not the way to stop them, it 
only makes them go on; and what does it signify to you? 
it does not make this place really better than home." 

" Yes, but I want them to know it." 

" But you should not want to set yourself up above them. 
If you don't answer, and let them say what nonsense they 
please, it would be the best way, and the Hght way, and so 
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jou would humlilo yourself, wHch is what we must all do 
Gerald." 

Gerald, was silencecl, but looked dissatisfied; however, 
there was no more time to talk, for Ciara came to say that 
tea was almost ready, and Marian rang for Saunders. Gerald 
looked as if he was meditating when first they sat down to 
tea, and after some little time he abruptly began, "I don't 
like your church at alL It is just like a room, and nobody 
makes any noise." 

" Nobody makes any noise," repeated Caroline, smiling; 
is that Fern Torr fashion ? " 

"I do not mean exactly a noise," said Gerald, "but 
people read their verse of the psalm, and say Amen, and all 
that, quite loud. They don't leave it all to the clerk in his 
odd voice." 

Lionel mimicked the clerk so droliy, that in spite of 
" Don't, my dear," and " O ! Lionel," nobody could help 
laughing; and Johnny added an imitation of the clerk at 
their church in London, After the mirth waa over, Gerald 
went on, " Why does not every one say Amen here ? " 

" Like so many charity children," siud Lionel, with a 
nasal drawL 

".No, indeed!" cried Gerald, indignantly; "Edmund 
does it, and everybody." 

" Everybody 1 as'if you could tell, who never went to 
church in your' life, except at that little poky place " said 
Johnny. 

Gerald's colour rose, but Marian's eye met hifl and ho 
remembered what she had said, and answetel quietly I 
don't know whethei' Fern Torr is poty, but it k i plico 
where people are taught to behave well." 

" Capital, Gerald, excellent I " cried Caroline hughmg 
Iioartily, "that ia a hit, Lionel, for you' while (.euld 
looked round him, amazed at the applause with which his 
speech, made in all simplicity, was received 

As soon as tea was over. Miss Morley called Liond and 
John to repeat the Catechism, and added doubtfully, Per- 
haps Sir Gerald would rather wait for next Sunday," 

" no, thank you," said Marian, " we always say it." 

" You need not, Marian," said Caroline, "we never do. 
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only it would te so troublesomo for tlio boja to have te 
learn it at school." 

" I should like to say it if Miss Morley has no ohjcction," 
said Marian. 

" Oh I yes, certainly," was the answer. " See, Lionel, 
there is an example for joii," 

Marian and Gerald stood tipright, with their hands be- 
hind them, just as they had stood every Sunday since they 
oould spent ; Lionel was astride on the music stool, spinning 
round and round, and Johany balancing himself with one leg 
on the floor, and one hand on tie window sill. When the 
first question was asked, the grave voice that replied, " Ed- 
mund Gerald," was drowned in a loud shout — 



evidently aa old worn out joke, brought to life again in the 
hope of making the grave cousins kugh, instead of which 
they atood aghast. Miss Morley only said imploringly, 
" Now, Johnny, my dear boy, do" and proceeded to tlio 
nest question. Tl^oughout the two boys were careless and 
painfully irreverent, and the governess, annoyed and ashamed, 
hurried on as fest as she could, in order to put an end to the 
iinpleasaiLt scene. When it was over she greatly admired 
the correctness of Gerald's answers, seeming to think it ex- 
traordinary that he should not have made a single mistake ; 
whereas Mariim would Lave been surprised if he had. 
Gerald whispered to his sister as they went down to the 
drawing-room, " Would it not be fun to see what Mr. Wort- 
ley would say to Lionel and Johnny, if he had them in his 
class ? " 

On Monday, Marian and Gerald bogan to fall into the 
habits of the place, and to learn the ways of their cousins, 
though it was many years hcforo they could be said really to 
understand them. 

Of their guardian himfself, they found they should see 
very little, for their four schoolroom companions, his own 
children, had but little intercourse with him. Sometimes, 
indeed, Johnny, who enjoyed the privileges of the youngest, 
would make ii, descent \\pon him, and obtain some pleasure 
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OP some present, or at least a game of play, and sometimes 
Lionel fell into great disgrace, and was brought to him for 
reproof, but Caroline and Clara only saw bim aow and then 
in tbe evening, and never seemed to look to him as the friend 
and approver that Marian thought all fathers were. As to 
Miss Morlej, she bad only spoben twice to bim since she bad 
been in tbe bouse. 

Mrs, Lyddell seemed supreme in everything at home. 
She waa quick, active, and clever, an excellent manager, nor 
was she otherwise than very kind in word and deed; and 
Marian could by no means understand the cause of tbe mix- 
ture of dread twi repugnance with wbieh she regarded her. 
Perhaps it was, that though not harsh, her manner wanted 
gentleness ; her tones were not soft, and she would cut off 
answers before tbey were half finished. Her bright, clear, 
cold, blue eye had little of sympathy in it, and every look 
and tone showed that she expected implicit obedience, to 
commands, which were far from nnpleasant in themselves, 
though rendered ungracious by the want of softness and 
mildness with which they were given. Marian often won- 
dered, apart from the principle, bow her cousins, and even 
Miss Morley, could venture to disregard orders given in that 
decided manner ; but she soon perceived that tbey trusted to 
Mrs. Lyddell's multifarious occupations, which kept her from 
knowing all their prooeedinga with exactness, and left them 
a good deal at liberty. 

Marian was disposed to like Miss Morley, with her gen- 
tle voice and kind manner, but she was much surprised at 
her letting things go on among bcr pupils, which she must 
have known to be wrong in themselves, aa well as agamst ex- 
press commands of Mrs. Lyddell. Once or twice when she 
heard her talking to Clara, she said to herself, " Would not 
mamma say that was sil!y ? " but at any rate it was a great 
thing to have a person of whom she waa not in the least shy 
or afraid, and who set her quite at her ease in the sehool- 

The first business on Monday morning, after the little 
boys bad gone off for two hours to a tutor, was an examina. 
tion into Marian's attainments, beginning with French and 
Italian reading and translation, in which she acquitted her- 
self vciy well till Mrs. Lyddell came in, and put her in such 
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a state of trepidation that slie no longer kiiew what she was 
about. In trnth, Marian's education had been rather irregu- 
lar in consequence of her father's illness, and its effect had 
been to ^ve her a general cultivation of mind, and apprecia- 
tion of excellence, to train her to do her best, and feel an 
eagemesa for ioformation, but without instructing her in that 
routine of knowledge for which Mrs. Lyddell and Miss Mor- 
ley looked. She was not ready in answering questions, even 
upon what she knew perfectly well ; she had no tables of 
names and dates at her fingers' ends, and when she saw that 
every one thought her backward and ignorant, the feeling 
that she was not doing justice to her mamma's teaching add- 
ed to her confusion, her mistakes and puzzles increased, and 
at last she was almost ready to cry. At that moment Caro- 
line said, "Mamma, you have not seen Mai'ian's drawings 
yet. Do fetch them, Mariau." 

The drawiugs served in some degree to save Marian in the 
opinion, at least, of Miss Morley : for an artist-like hand and 
eye were almost an inheritance in the Arundel family, and 
teaching her had been a great amusement to Sir Edmund. 
Miss Morley and Caroline tSouffht her drawings wonderful; but 
BIrs. Lyddell, who had never learnt to draw, was, as Marian 
quickly perceived, unable to distinguish the merits from the 
faults, and was only commending them in order to reassure 
her. Her music was the next subject of inquiry, and here 
again she did not shine, for practising had been out of the 
question during the last two years of her father's life ; but as 
she could not bear to offer this as an excuse, she only said 
she knew she could hardly play at all, but she hoped to im- 
prove. To her great relief, Mrs. Lyddell did not stay to 
listen to her performance, but went away, leaving her to Miss 
Morley, who found something to commend in her taste and 
touch. 

When the business of learning actually commenced, Ma- 
rian grew more prosperous ; for she had the good custom of 
giving her whole attention, and learnt therefore fast and cor- 
rectly. Her exercise was very well done ; her arithmetic, in 
which Edmund had helped her, was almost beyond Miss 
Morley's knowledge; and she was quite at home in the his- 
tory they were reading aloud. Moreover, when they came 
to talk of what they had read, it proved that Marian was 
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well acquainted with many books which were stil! only nttmes 
(.0 Caioiiue; and when Gerald came in with his books, his 
reference to her showed that she knew as much Latin as he 
did. 

Tlicy dined in the schoolroom at half-past one, then toot 
a walk on the long, dull, white road, and came back at a lit- 
tle past four; after which the girla had each to practise for 
an hour, to look over some lessons for the next day, and to 
dress ; but all the rest of their time was at their own dispo- 
sal. There was to be a dinner-party that evening, and Clara 
advised her not to dress till Mter tea, " For we don't go 
down till after dinner," said she, " and I don't like to misa 
seeing the people come, Gerald, you had better get ready, 
though, for you boys always go down before." 

" Most I? " said Gerald. 

" yes, that we must ! " said Lionel ; " and you wUl see 
how Johnny there likes to be petted by all the old ladies, and 
called their pretty dear." 

Johnny rushed upon his brother, and there was a skir- 
mish between them, during which Miss Morley vainly ex- 
claimed by turns, " Now Lionel ! " and " Now Johnny ! " It 
ended by John's beginning to cry, Lionel laughmg at him, 
and declaring that he had done nothing to hurt him, and both 
walking off rather sollenly to dress for the evening. Gerald 
was sent on the same errand ; and no sooner was he gone 
than Miss Morley, Caroline, and Clara all broke out into 
loud praises of him. He was so docile, be shut the door so 
gently, he seemed so very clever. He had quite won Miss 
Morley's heart by running back to the schoolroom to fetch 
her parasol for her when she found she had left it behind; 
Caroline admired him for being so merry and playful without 
rudeness, and Clara chimed in with them both. AU ex- 
pressed wonder at not finding him a spoiled child; and this, 
though the praises gratified Marian greatly, rather offended 
her in her secret eom ; and she wondered too that Caroline 
and Clara seemed disposed to make the very worst of then- 
own little brothers, so as to set off Gerald's perfeotions by 
force of contrast. 

Mrs. Lyddell came in while they were still talking, She 
was beautifully dressed, and looked very handsome, and, in 
Illarian's eyes, very formidable ; bat .she aat down and joined 
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heartily in the praises of Gerald, till Marian thought, " What 
could they have expected poor Gerald to fee, if they are so 
amazed at finding him the dear good little fellow he is ! " It 
was in fact true that he was an agreeable enrprisD, for as an 
only son — a great treasure — and coming ao early to hia title, 
he was exactly the child whom ail would have presumed most 
likely to be spoiled; and his ready obedience etruek the 
Lyddells as no less unusual than those habits ia which he 
had been trained, in consequence of the necessity of stillness 
during Sir Edmimd's long illness. It was more natural to 
him to abut the door quietly than to bang it, to apeak than 
to shout, and to amnae himself tranquilly in the house than 
to make a great uproar. He was courteous, too, and oblig- 
ing ; and though Lionel and Johnny were in consequence in- 
clined to regard him as a " carpet knight so trim " the ladies 
fully appreciated these good qualities Mis Lyddell per 
hapa made the more of her satisfaction booaase aba was 
conscious of not liking his sister's stiff, tormal tiightened 
niannera. 

Mrs. Lyddell waited till the boya came ftom di^soing 
and took them all three down with her Claia eat down m 
the window-seat to watch the arrivals, as soon as she had re- 
covered from her amazement at hearing that Marian bad not 
been in a house with a dinner-party since Gerald was born. 
" Is it possible 1 " she went on saying, and then bursting 
into a laugh, tiU. Caroline said sharply, " How can you be so 
silly, Clara I yon know the reason perfectly well." 

" But it ia so odd," continued Clara. " Why, wo arc 
never a week without a party, and sometimes two ! " 

" Hush," said Caroline, " or I shall never finish my 
Italian." 

The little boya came up to tea; Gerald would not make 
much answer when Clara asked if the ladies had talked to 
bim, but Johnny looked cross, and Lionel reported " it was 
because his nose was put out of joint." Coming up to Mar 
rian, to whom he seemed to have taken a fancy, Lionel fur- 
ther explained confidentially how ail the ladies made a fuss 
with Johnny, and admired his yellow curls, and called him 
the rose-bud, and all sorts of stuff; and how Johnny liked 
to go down in his fine crimson velvet, and show off, and have 
all iiis nonsense praised, " And the pretty dear is so jcal- 
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ous," said Lionel, " that lie can't bear any one to say ODO 
word to poor me — oh no I " 

" Wliy, do you wish for them to do so ? " said Marian. 

" Oh no, not I — I never did; and I'm glad I'm grown 
too big and ngly for tliem. I always get as near Elliot as I 
can and try to hear if they are saying any thing about the 
hunt ; and the ladies never trouble their heads about what 
is good for any thing, so they never talk to me." 

'■' That is no great compliment to Gerald," said Marian, 

" Ah I you'll soon see. If there is any fun in him, they 
vpiil soon cast him off; but now he is new, and he has not 
found them out yet, and they do dearly like to say Sir Gerald ; 
so Johnny is regularly thrown out, and that is what makes 
him look sulky." 

" Well, but it is using him very ill to desert him. for 
Gerald," said Marian. 

" Oh, they won't desert him. They like mamma's good 
dinners too well for that; only Johnny can't bear any one 
else to be taken notice of. Trust the county memhcr's son 
for their making much of him." 

" But that applies to you too, Lionel." 

" Ay, and I could soon get their civility if I cared for 
it," said Lionel grandly. " But I know well enough what 
it is worth. Why, there is Walter, who is tlie best of ns all 
—nobody cares one straw for him, except Caroline and — " 

" And yon ? " asked Marian. 

" Why — why — yes, if he was not so much of a parson 
already." 

" Oh, Lionel ! " said Marian, shocked; and he turned it 
rather hastily into "Imean,he is not up to any thing ; he 
does not shoot, and he does not care for dogs, or horses; 
nothing but hooks for ever." 

A sununons to the teartahle put an end to Lionel's com- 
munications, which had so araaEcd Marian that she could do 
nothing hut ponder on them all the time that Clara would 
leave her in quiet. 

The goinff into the drawing-room was to her a most awful 
affair; and Saunders seemed to he very anxious about it, 
brushing and settling her hair, and arranging the plain black 
frock, as if she would never have done; seeming, too, not a 
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little worried by Clara, wlio chose to loolt on at all Iicr pro- 
ceedings. At last it was over; Marian wished Gerald good 
night, and deseended with, her two cousins and Miss Morley. 
Caroline and Clara were in blue, Misa Moriey in white; 
and as they entered just opposite to a long pier glass, Mar 
riaa thought that with her white face, straight dark hair, 
and deep mourning dress, she looked like a blot between 
them, and wished to shrink out of sight, instead of beuig 
conspicuous in blackness. 

The ladies came in a few minutes after, and Caroline and 
Clara went forward, shaking hands, smUing, and replying in 
a way which was by no means forward, and with ease that to 
Marian was raarYelloua. If people would but be kind 
enough not to look at her I But Mrs. Lyddell was a great 
deal too civil for that too come to pass, and presently Marian 
was called and introduced to two ladi^. She was seated 
between them, and they began talking to her in a patronising 
manner; telling her they remembered her dear mamma at 
her age; saying that they had seen her brother, and con- 
gratulating her on having two such delightful companions as 
the Miss Lyddells. Then they asked about Devonshire; 
aud as Marian's cold short replies let every subject fall to 
the ground in a moment, they proceeded to iuquire whether 
she could play. Truth required her to confess that she 
could, a very little; and tnen they begged to hear her. 
Poor Marian ! this was too much. She felt as if she was in 
a horrible mist, and drawing up her head as she always did 
in embarrassment, she repeated, " Indeed, indeed I cannot I " 
protestations which her tormentors would not believe, and 
which grew every moment more ungracious, as, to augment 
her distress, she saw that Mrs. Lyddell was observing her. 
At the moment when she was looking most uprigbt and 
rigid, Caroline came to her relief. The same reciuest had 
just been made to her, and she came to propose to Marian 
to join in the one thing she knew she could play — a duet 
which she had that morning been practising with Clara. It 
was very kind, and Marian knew it; for Caroline had said 
that she never liked that duet, and was heartily tired of it ; 
but all the acknowledgement her strange bashfulness would 
allow her to make was a grateful look, and a whisper, " Oh, 
thauk you ! " 
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Aftei-wards one of tho young lady visitors sang, and 
Marian, wlio had never heard muoii music, was quite de- 
lighted ; hoF stiff oorapany-face related, a tear eame to her 
eyea, and she sat with parted lips, forgetting all her fears 
and all the party till the singing was over, and Caroline 
touehed her, and told her it was bed-time. Marian won- 
dered to see how well Caroline and Clara managed to escape 
without heing ohserved ; but she marvelled at flieir going to 
bed so muiA as if it was a thing of course to have no " good 
night" from father or mother. When they were outside 
the door, in the hall, Marian, her heart still full of the mu- 
sic, could not help exclaiming, " How beautiful I " 

"What? Miss Bei-nard's singing?" said Clara. "I 
declare, Caroline, Marian was very nearly crying I I saw 
you were, Marian." 

" She does sing very nicely," said Caroline, " but that 
song does not suit her voice. It is too high." 

" And she makes faces," said Clara, " she strains her 
throat ; and she has such great fingers — I could never cry 
at Miss Bernard's singing, I am sure." 

Marian did not lilie this. " Good night," said she, 
abruptly. 

•" You are not vexed, are you ? " said Clai'a, tlndiy. " I 
did not think you would mind my noticing your crying. 
Don't be angry, Marian." 

" Oh, no, I am not at all angry," said Marian, trying to 
speak with ease, bat she did not succeed well. Her " good 
nights," had in them a tone as if she was annoyed, as in fact 
she was; though not at all in the way Clara supposed. She 
did not eare for the notice of her tears, but she said to her- 
self, " This is what Edmund calls destroying the iDusion. 
If they would but have let me go to bed with the spell of 
that BOng resting on me 1 " 

She sighed with a feelmg of relief and yet of weariness 
as she came into her own room, and found Saunders there. 
Saunders looked rather melancholy, but said nothing for the 
first two or three minutes; then as she combed Marian's 
hair straight over her face, she began, " I hope you enjoyed 
yourself. Miss Marian ? " 

" Oh, Saunders," said Marian, " I'm very tired ; I don't 
think I shall ever enjoy myself anywhere but at home." 
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"Ah— lieiii — ah," coughed Saunders, solemnly; then, 
after waiting for some observation from Mai'ian, and hearing 
only a long yawa and a sigh, she went on. " Prettily dif- 
ferent is this place from home," 

" Indeed it is," said Marian, from her heart. 

" Such finery as I never thoaght to sco below stairs, Miss 
Marian. I am sare the Manor Houso was a pattern to all 
the country round for comfort for the servants, and I should 
know BOmething about it; but here — such a number of 
them, such eating and driaking all day long, and the very 
kitchen maids in such bonnets and flowers on Sundays, as 
woidd perfectly have sbocked Mrs. White. And they are so 
ignorant. Fancy, Miss Mai'ian, that fine gentleman the 
butler declaring he could not understand me, and that I 
spoke with a foreign accent ! I speak French indeed 1 " 

" But, Saunders," said Marian, rather diverted, "you do 
speak Devonshire a little." 

" Well, Miss Marian, perhaps I may ; I only know 'tisn't 
for them to boast, for they speak so funny I can't hardly 
make them out; and with my own ears I have hoard that 
same Mr. Perkins himself calling you Miss Harundcl. But 
that is not all. Why, not half of them ever go to church 
on a Sunday; and as to Mrs. Mitten, the housekeeper, not 
a bit does she care whether they do or not; and no wonder, 
when Mr. Lyddell himself never goes in the afternoon, and 
has gentlemen to speak to him. And then down at the sta- 
bles — 'tis a pretty set of drinking, good-for-nothing fellows 
there. I hope from my heart Sir G-erald won't be for get- 
ting down there among them; but they say Master Lionel 
and Master John are always there. And that Mr. Elliot-—" 

In this manner Saunders discoursed all the while she was 
putting Marian to bed. Both she and her young lady were 
doing what had much better have been let alone. Saunders 
had no business to carry complaints and gossip, Marian 
ought not to have listened to thom ; but the truth was that 
Saunders was an old attached confidential servant, who had 
come to Oakworthy, more because she could not bear to let 
her young master and mistress go entirely alone and un- 
friended among strangers, than beeauao it would bo prudent 
to save a little more before becoming Mrs. David Chappie. 
Fern Torr was absolute perfection in her eyes; and had tho 
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household at Oakworthy been of superior exeelleoce, sha 
would have found fault with everything in which it differed 
from the Manor House. Her heart waa full ; and to Misa 
Marian, her young lady, a. I'era Torrite, a Devonian like 
herself, she must needs pour it oiit, where she had no other 
friend. On the other h»nd, Saundcis was still in Marian's 
eyes a superior person — an anthoiitj — one whom she eould 
never dream of keejiing m oider, oi lestraining; and here a 
friend, a coon'selloi, the only person, exoept Gerald, who 
had known the dear home 

So a foundation was laid tur confidences from Saunders, 
which were not likely to improve Marian's contentment. 
When she had bidden her maid good night, and sat thinking 
before she knelt down to say her prayers, she felt bewil- 
dered; her head seemed giddy with the strangeness of this 
new world ; she knew not what in it was right and what was 
wrong ; all that she knew was, that she felt lonely and 
dreary, and as if it could never be home. Her heart 
seemed to reach ont for her mother's embrace and support, 
and then Marian sank down on her knees, rested her face on 
her arms, and while the tears began to flow, she murmured, 
" Qur Father, Which art in heaven." 

Soon after, her weary head was on her pillow, and the 
dim grey light of the summer night showed the quiet peaop 
and calmness that had settled on her sleeping face. 



CHAPTER V. 



1h a short time, Marian had settled into her place at Oak 
worthy, lost some part of her shyness towards the inhab- 
itants, and arrived at the terms which seemed likely to con- 
tinue between her and her cousins. 

There was much that was very excellent about Caroline 
Iijddell ; she had warm feeling, an amiable and obliging dispo- 
sition, and gi-eat sweetness of temper ; and when first Marian 
6,rriv"cd she intended to do all in her power to make her at 
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home, and be like a sister to her. But she did not undor- 
Btaiid reserve; and before Marian had got oyer her first 
shyness and awkwardness, Caroline felt herself repulsed, 
and ceased to make demonstrations of affection whieh met 
with no hotter response. Marian made none oa her side; 
and so the two cousins remained very obliging and coar- 
teons to each other, but nothing more.- 

Clara bad begun by making herself Marian's inseparable 
companion in rather a teasing manner, caressing her contin- 
ually, aad always wanting to do ■whatever she was doing; 
but as novelty was the great charm in Clara's eyes, and as 
she met with no very warm return to her endearments, all 
this soon wore off; and though she always came to Marian 
whenever she had any bit of news to tell, — though she often 
confided to her little complaints of the boys or Mies Mor- 
ley, — this was no gi-eat compliment, for she would have done 
the same to anything that had eara Her talk was no 
longer, as it had been at first, exclusively for Marian; and 
this was rather a relief, for it was not at all like the talk 
Marian was used to with Agnes or with Edmund. 

Young and unformed as Marian was, it would be hard 
to believe 'how much, without knowing it, she missed the 
intercourse with superior miuds, to which she had been ac- 
customed. It was just as her eye was dissatisfied with the 
round green chalk hills, instead of the rocks and streams of 
her own dear home; or as she felt weary of the straight, 
formal walks she now took, instead of her dear old rambles, 

" Over bank and over brae, 
Where the oopaewood ia the greenest, 
Where the fountain gliatena keenest, 
Wliere the ladj-fem grows stroHgeat, 
Where tte morning dew liea loDgest." 

Edmund's high spirits, Agnes' playful glcc,— how de- 
lightful they were ! and though Marian often laughed now, 
it was not as she had laughed at home. Then, too, she grew 
shy of making remarks, or asking questions, when Clara had 
nothing to say but " How odd 1 " or Miss Morley would give 
some matter-of-fact answer, generally either quite beside the 
point, or else what Marian knew before. Caroline under- 
stood what she meant, and would take up the subject, but 
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not always in a satisfactory manner; for slie and Marian 
always seemed to have ciuite opposite ways of viewing every 
tiling. Each felt tliat the other had more serious thoughts 
and prmoiples than most of those around them, but yet their 
littugs and dislitings were very different in the matter of 
boots. "Anna Ross" was almost the only one of Caro- 
line's favourites that Marian cordially liked; and this, as 
Caroline suspected, might be owing to a certain analogy be- 
tween Anna's situation and her own, by no means flattering 
to the Lyddetl family. It waa wonderful how many were 
the disparities of tastes, views, and opinions between them ; 
but the root of these differences seemed nndiscoverable, 
since Marian would not or could not argue, replied to all 
objections with a dry, short, " I don't know," and adhered 
unalterably to her own way of thinking. 

Miss Morley settled the matter by pronouncing that Sir 
Edmund and Lady Arundel must have been very narrow- 
minded people ; and this judgment was so admired by Caro- 
line and Clara, that it was sure to be brought forward as 
conclusive, whenever Marian was the subject of conversa- 
tion. At last Lionel broke in one day, "Stuff! Marian is a 
good, sensible, downright girl, and it is my belief that all 
that you mean by narrow-mindedness is that she cares for 
what is right, and nothing else." 

" How much you know about it, Lionel ! " said Clara, 
laughing; but Caroline answered in earnest, " There is rea- 
son in what you say, Lionel — Marian does care for what is 
right ; but the question is, whether her views of it are not 
narrow ? " 

" The narrower the better, say I," said Lionel, as he 
plaited his whip-lash. 

" Strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, that leadeth 
unto life," came into Cai'oline's head, and she stood thought- 
ful. Clara exclaimed, " Well done, Lionel ! I wonder what 
he'll eay next to defend his dear Marian." 

" I know what I mean well enough," said Lionel. " I 
suppose you call it being broad-minded to trace your draw- 
ings through against the window, when mamma goes on tell- 
ing you not. Better have her narrow mind, say I." 

" Then why don't you," said Clara, " instead of going 
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down to &c atabloa for ever Tvith. tliat man of Elliot's that 
mamma said you were nover to speak to ? " 

Lionel whisked hia whip-lash, tefore Clai'a'a eyes, so as 
to maie her wink. " I cli5 not say I was good myself," said 
he ; "I said Majiaa was," And he ran out of the room. 

Clara laughed at Lionel's admiration of Marian, which 
had hegun to oe a joke in the schoolroom ; but Caroline, as 
ehe practised her mnsio, thought a good deal over the con- 
versation. " Is a narrow mind really a fear of doing 
wrong?" was a question she asked herself several times; 
and then she thought of all the things she had heard called 
narrow-minded and scrupulous in Marian or others, but she 
soon found herself lost in a mist, and wished she could talk 
it over with her former governess, Miss Cameron. As to 
what Lionel had said about the drawing, she waa conscious 
she was very wrong ; her mamma had called it an idle practice 
to trace the onttine through against the glass, and had for- 
bidden it ; but a difficulty had soon brou^t her hack to the 
window-pane, exclaiming, " Just for this one thing, I am 
sure mamma would not object." 

"If Miss Cameron had been here, it would not have 
happened,"> said Cai'oline to herself with a sigh, and for a 
few days she kept away trom the window ; but another difB.- 
culty occurred, again she yielded to the temptation, and 
when she heard her mother's step in the passage, hurried 
back to her desk with guilty precipitation. A few daj^ 
after, Clara was actually caught in the fact by Mrs. Lyddell, 
and then Miss Morley began making an excuse, evidently 
quite as much out of kindness to herself as to her pnpil. 
Marian looked up in surprise, with a wondering, inqairing 
expression in her eyes. They were cast down the instant 
the governess turned towards her ; but Miss Morley always 
felt abashed by meeting that look of astonishment, whicli 
awoke in her a sensation of self-reproach such aa she had 
seldom known before. 

Miss Morley was a little afraid of Marian's eyes, though 
not of her in any other respect ; nor did she like her much 
better than Caroline did, tLongli she gave her much less 
trouble than any of her other pupils, except Caroline. 
Those questions and obsei-vationa puzzled her, and she 
thought the poor child had been reading books beyond her 
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years — ^it ^as such a great disadvantage to te an onlj 
daughter. Besides, slie really bolieTed Marian Arundel 
had no affection for any one, — no warmtli of feeling ; she 
would ten times prefer a less diligent and more troubleaome 
pupil, in whom she could taie some interest, and who showed 
some affection, to one so steady acd correct in behaviour, 
without the frank openne^ of heart ■which was so deliglitfnl. 
To make up, however, for this general want of liking for 
poor Marian, on the other hand, every one was fond of Ger- 
ald. His behaviour in the schoolroom was so very nice and 
good, and out of doors his climbing, running, and riding 
were no lees admired by his contemporaries. Now and 
then, indeed, a dispute arose between him and the other two 
boys, when Gerald criticised, and declared that " Edmund 
and everybody" thought as he did; or when he would try 
to outdo the sporting exploits reported of Elliot, by Ed- 
mund's shooting at Fern Torr. One day there was a very 
serious quarrel, Gerald having taken up tlie catise of an un- 
fortunate frog, which Lionel and Johnny were proposing to 
hunt, by rolling their marbles at it, 

Gerald declai'ed they should not, that frogs were harm- 
less, iauooent creatures, and that Edmund and everybody 
liked tliem. This only made Lionel and Johnuy more de- 
termined; partly from the absurdity of Gerald's appeal, and 
partly for the sake of mischief; and Gerald was overpow- 
ered, unable to save his prot6g6, and obliged to witness its 
cruel death. He burst into tears, and then came the aceu- 
sation of crying for a frog. Poor little boy, he burst away 
from his tormentors, and never stopped till he was safe in 
his sister's room pouring out bis grief to her and Saunders 
(for it was her dressing-time), and comforted by their sym- 
pathising horror and pity. 

Saunders said it gave her a turn, and Marian's feelings 
were much of the same nature. She could not have thought 
it of Lionel. He was, indeed, reckless and unruly; by 
reputation the naughty one of the set; but Marian had 
often thought that much of Johnny's misbehaviour was un- 
justly charged on him, and there was an honesty about him, 
together with a cordiality towards herself, which made her 
like him. And that he should have been wantonly cruel ! 

She comforted Gerald as well as she could, and they 
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went back to the schoolroom together. Lionel, as he often 
did, brought her a knot in a piece of string to be untied ; 
she felt almost ready to shrink from him, as capable of snoli 
a deed, and gave it back to him after untying it, without a 
word. Lionel stood leaning against the shutter looking at 
her for some minutes, while she fetched her books, and sat 
down to learn her lessons. Tea came in; and while there 
was something of a bnstle, and all the others were talking, 
and engaged in different ways, Lionel crossed over to her 
and said in a low voice, " So Gerald has made yon angry 

" No ; but Lionel, I could not have thought you would 
have done such a thing." 

" 'Twas only a frog," said Lionel ; " besides, I only did 
it to tease G-erald." 

" I do not see that tliat makes it any better," said Ma- 
rian, gravely. 

" Why, Gerald was eo ridiculous, to say Edmund and 
everybody liked frogs; but I didn't — I only mean that, 
if he had not made a fuss, I would never have hurt the frog, 
and I did not mean to kill it as it was; so never mind, Ma- 
rian. I'll tell you what, Marian," added he, sinking his 
voice, " INi. rather Caroline and Clara, and poor unfortunate 
into the bargain, scolded me till they were black in the face, 
than that you looked at me as you did just now." 

" Did I ? " said Marian, rather alarmed. " I am sure I 
did not know I looked anyhow." 

" Didn't you, though ? It is just the way you look at 
poor unfortunate when she sports her humbug." 

"Hush, Lionel I this will never do. You know you 
ought not to talk in that way," said Marian, rising to put 
an end to the conversation. 

" But we have made it up ? " said Lionel, holding her drees. 

" Yes, yes," said Marian hastily, and with Ml forgive- 
ness in look and tone. As she took her place at the tea- 
table, she wondered within herself what was the matter with 
her eyes to cause such remarks, and still more why she 
could not help liking Lionel so much the best of her 
cousins, in spite of all the naughtiness of word and deed, 
which shocked her So much. 

The nest day she was walking in tho garden with Clara, 
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when Gerald came running up, with an entreaty tiat elio 
wotild come and have a game at cricket with. him. and 
Lionel. Clara exclaimed, laughed, and stared ia amaze- 

" She playa famously," said Gerald ; " she, and Agnes, 
and I, beat all the other Wortleya one day last summer. 
Come, Marian, don't say no ; we have not had a game for a 
very long time." 

" Who is playing ? " asked Marian. 

" Only Lionel and me; Johnny is out with Mrs. Ljd- 
dell. Come, we want you very much indeed; there's a good 
girl." 

To Clara's astonishment and Lionel's admiration, Ma- 
rian complied ; and though, of course, no great cricketer, 
her skill was sufScient to make her a prodigy in their eyes. 
But the game was brought to a sudden eouelusioa by Miss 
Morley, who, seeing them from the window, came out very 
much shocked, and gave the girls a lecture on decorum, 
which Marian felt almost as an insult. 

When they went in, Geraid told Saunders the whole ad- 
venture; and she, who at Fern Torrhad been inclined to 
the same opinion as Miss Morley, and had often sighed and 
deolared it to be unlike young ladies when Marian and 
Agnes had played, now agreed with him that it was very 
hard on Miss Marian not to have a little exercise, lamented 
that she should always be cooped up in the schoolroom, and 
declared that there could be no harm in playing with such a 
little boy aa Master Lionel. 

The moat unpleasant result was, that Miss Morley and 
the cousins took an impression that Agnes Wortley must be 
a vulgar romp, and were inclined to think her an unsuitable 
friend for Marian. Their curiosity was excited by the fre- 
queat letters between the two friends. Marian always read 
those which she received with the utmost eagerness, hardly 
ever telling any part of their contents, but keeping them to 
be enjoyed with Gerald in her own room; and half her 
leisure moments were employed in filling fat, black-edged 
envelopes, which were sent off at least as often as once a 
week. 

" I wonder what she says about us ! " saitf Clara, one 
3 ay. 
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" I don't think it would suit you," said Caroline ; " I 
should not tLint she painted us couleur de rose.'" 

" Except Lionel," said Clara, " if their admication is 
■ mutual. But, by the by, Miss Morloy, why do you not desire 
to see her letters? Yoa always look at mine." 

"She is not quite in the same situation," said Miss 
Morley. 

" But could Eot you ? " continued Clara. " It would ho 
very entertaining only to look for onoe." 

" And I think it would be ouly proper," said Caroline. 
" Who knows what she may say of us to these dear friends 
of hei-s ? " 

The subject was not allowed to drop; the girls' curiosity 
led tliem to find numerous reasons why their cousin's coiTe- 
spondence should not pasa without examination, and Miss 
Morley fouud she must either endure their importunity, or 
yield to it. She was driven to choose the part of the op- 
pressor ; and one day, when Clara had been tormenting her 
more than usual, she addressed Marian, who was folding up 
a letter. " I think," said she, speaking in a timid, depre- 
cating tone — "I think, Marian, if you please, it might ho 
as well, perhaps, if I were sometimes to look over your let- 
ters; it has always been the custom here." 

There was no encouragement to proceed in the look of 
blank am.azement with which Marian replied, " Edmund 
Arundel and Mr. Lyddeli both approve of my writing to 
Agnea Wortley." 

"Ah!" interposed Clara; "but did they mean that 
your letters should never be looked over f " 

" I heard nothing about it," said Marian. 

" Miss Cameron always looked over mine," said Caroline. 

" I will ask Mr, Lyddeli himself aa soon as he comes 
home," said Marian, determinedly. 

There was a pause, but Caroline and Clara did not look 
satisfied. Miss Morley knew they would leave her no peace 
if she desisted, and she went on, — " I wish I could some- 
times see a proof of willingness to yield." 

Marian was out of patience, and putting her letter into 
the desk, locked it up; and Caroline laughingly remarked, 
" Keally, there must be some treason in ttiat letter ! " If 
the observation had been taken as it was meant, all would 
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have been well ; but Marian bit hex lip witb an air tliat 
convinced the sisters ttat Caroline bad bit tho mark; and 
tbeir glances stimulated Miss Morley to say, as decidedly aa 
she could, " Marisin, your present conduct convinces me that 
it is desirable that I should see that letter." 

Marian's dark ejea gave one indignant flash, aa she 
proudly drew up her bead, opened her desk, laid her letter 
on the tiable before Miss Morley, and slowly walked out of 
the room; but as soon as she had shut the door, she ran at 
full speed along the passage to ber own room, where, throw- 
ing herself on the bed, she gave way to a fit of violent weep- 
ing, and sobs which shook ber whole frame. Proud, pas- 
sionate feelings at first almost choked her, and soon these 
were followed by a flood of the bitter tears of loneliness and 
bereavement. "Who would have dared insult her thus, had 
her father and mother beeo living ? " and for a minute ber 
agony for tbeir loss was more iatcnse than it had ever been. 
Gradually, " the turbid waters brightening as they ran," be- 
came soothing, as she dwelt on the sweet, holy memory of 
her parents, and wholesome as she mourned over her fit of 
pride and anger. But for what were they accountable, 
whose eelfisb weakness and thoughtless curiosity bad caused 
the Orphan's tears to flow ? 

Caroline had not seen those flashing eyes without an ia- 
stant perception of the injustice of the accusation. Her 
balf-jesting speech bad led the matter much further than 
she bad intended; and alarmed at the consequences, she ran 
after ber cousin to entreat her pardon; but Marian, uncon- 
scious of all save the tumult within herself, hurried on too 
fast to be overtaken, and just as Caroline reached her door, 
had shut it fast, and drawn the bolt, and a gentle knock and 
low call of " Marian, dear Marian," were lost in tho first 
burst of sobs. Caroline, baffled and offended, turned away 
with feelings even more painful than hers; and too proud to re- 
peat the cfdl, walked up and down, waiting till the door should 
be opened, to assure her cousin that nothing should induce 
her to touch the letter, and to beg her forgiveness ; but as 
minutes passed away in silence, she grew tired of waiting, 
tboifgbt Marian sullen and passionate, and at length, re- 
turned to the sclioolrflom. As soon as she entered, Clara 
szelaimed, " Caroline, only think, liow odd — " 
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"Idoa'twant to hear anything about it," said Caro- 
line, sitting dowa to t!ie piimo; "I wish we had never 
thought of it." 

she began playing with all her might, but gradually she 
abated her f ehemenee, as she caught a few sounds of a con- 
Tersation between Clara and Miss Morley. At last she 
turned ronnd, aeiing, " What ? who is his godfathei' ? " 

" Mr, Ai-undel, ' Edmund and every body,' you tnow," 
answered Clara. " I never heard anything lilie it. Only 
fancy his hearing that boy say hia catechism 1 " 

" What ? I don't understand," said Caroline ; " JSIr. 
Arundel and Gerald! Nonsense! He can't he his god- 
fathei-. Mamma said he was only four-and-twenty, and 
Gerald is almost nine." 

"Here is Marian's authority for it," said Clara; "and 
certainly those Aruadels are a curious family." 

" Mr. Arundel is the nest heir, is he not ? " inquired 
Miss Morley. 

" Yes," said Caroline ; " I heard mamma telling old 
Mrs. Graves the whole story. His fatter and mother both 
died when he was very young, and Sir Edmund brought him up 
entirely, and every one looked upon him as the heir till 
Gerald was born; and a great disappointment it must have 
been, for now he has next to nothing. But they all were just 
as fond of each other as before ; and it does seem very strange 
that Sir Edmund should have made him their guardian, at 
his age, when there was Lord Matciimont, who is their 
cousin too." 

" I dare say," said Clara, aa if a most brilliant thought 
had struck her, " I dare say there is a family compact, such 
as one reads of in hooks, that he is to marry Marian," 

" My dear Clara 1 " said Mi^ Morley laughing, " How 
should such a notion come into your little head ? " 

" Now see if it is not so ! " said Clara ; " I do believe 
she is in love with him already, and he is coming to see 
her." 

" la he ? " cried Caroline, " I am -very curious to ace 
him. Mamma says he is veiy handsome, and quite a distin- 
guished looking person. When does he come ? " 

"You had better read," said Clara; "I can tell you 
that there are wonderM things in the letter." 
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Curiosity actun asserted its power, and Caroline yielded 
The letter had heen opened, and it would not signify if one 
more person looked at it. Sho took it, and read eagerly and 
stealthily, starting at every soand. 

" My Deah Agbes — I iiope you and Jemmy are getting 
on well in your solitude without the school-boys. Tell 
Charles, when you write, that a, gentleman staying here 
caught a trout last week that weighed three pounds, but I 
believe that those which aro caught in these rivera taste of 
mud, and are not nearly so good as our own. I was very 
much afraid that Gier&Id would go to school this summer, 
but BOW Mrs. Lyddell has heard that it was settled that he 
should not go till he was ten, and it is arranged for him to 
stay till nest year, when I hope he will be happier than 
Charles waa at first. Tou asked after his drawing, so I 
have put in the last scrap I met with, and in ease you 
should not be able to find out what it is meant for, I must 
inform you that it is the dog springing on the young Euc- 
eleueh. The other day he sent Edmund a letter in hiero- 
glyphics, with pictures instead of nouns, and Edmund an- 
swered it in the same way with funny little clever drawings 
throughout. His regiment ia going abroad next spring, he 
thinks, to the Cape, but he has promised to come and see us 
first, and thinks of going home to sea about his things. 
Thank Mrs, Wortley for being so kind as to soold me for 
not dating my letters. I shall not be likely to forget the 
date of this on September 30th, for Mr. Lyddell has just 
paid me my first quarter's allowance, and I am frightened 
to think how large it is ; ten pounds a quarter only for my 
dress, and I am to have more when I am seventeen. So 
matters can go on more as they used in the parish. Will 
you be so kind as to pay this quarter's schooling for Amy 
Lapthom and Honor Weeks and Mary I>aw, and find out 
what clothes they want, and if Susan Grey has not a new 
bonnet, give her one, and a flannel petticoat for old Betty, 
and if any body else wants anything else let mo know, and 
pay up for all the children that dear- mamma used to put into 
the penny club, and send me word what it comes to, and I 
mil send the money when Edmund comes to pay his visit. 
t suppose the apples are gathered by this time ; you cannot 
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thmk how I miss tbo golden and red piles under tte trcea, 
and the droning of the old cyder press. And do those beau- 
tiful Ked Admiral hutterfiies come in the crowds thej did 
last year to the heaps of apples in our orchard? Do yoa re- 
member Bow we counted five that all came and sat on your 
pink frock while we were watching them ? 

" Will Mr, "Wortley be kind enough to tell me of some 
hook of questions on the Catechism, more advanced than tho 
one he gave me ? I suppose we ought to go on with the Cat- 
echigm, till we are confii-med, and so Gerald and I always go 
through a section erery Sunday, taking the book by tui-ns, 
and be knows our old one perfectly. He is so good and 
steady about it that I quite wonder, considering that there 
is no authority to keep bim up to it, but be is very anxious 
to stand a good examination wben his god&tlier comes, and 
Edmund is sure to ask hard questions. And Cferald has 
never missed since we have been here, getting up in time to 
come and read the I'salms with me before breakfast, and 
really I think that is exceedingly good of him ; bnt I have 
come to the end of my paper, so good-bye. 
" Your affectionate 

"Maiuan C. Arundel." 

Caroline's cheeks glowed as aho read, both with shame at 
Ler own proceedings, and with respect for her narrow-minded 
cousin; but she had no opportunity for making remarks, for 
just as she had finished the letter, and folded it up again, the 
boys were heard coming in. The first thing Gerald said was, 
" So Marian has not sent her letter ; I will run down with it, 
or it will be too late," 

" It is not sealed," said Clara. 

" Clara looks as if she had been peeping," said Johnny. 

" I should like to see any one peep iuto Marian's let- 
ters," saii:! Gerald, taking it up, and carrying it away with 

Lionel stood with his eyes fixed on Clara, " I do be- 
lieve it is true then 1 " said he, laying hold of Clara's ai-m ; 
" I have a great mind to say I'll never speak to you again, 
Clara. Peeping into people's letters "Why, you ought to 
be hooted through the town ! " 

The boys looked nearly ready to put the hooting into 
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effect, but Clara answered angrily, " Peeping I I liave been 
doing BO eucli thing I Don't be so rude, Lionel," 

" Ttat is humbug," said Lionel ; " you have been looking 
impudently, if you Lave not been peeping slyly." 

" Lionel, you are a very naughty boy indeed I " siud 
Clara, almost crying; "I have done jmt 03 Miss Moiley 
and Caroline have been doing ; Misa Morley always look^ 

'' Let wbo will do it," said Lionel, ' it is an impudent, 
uDgentlemanlike tbing, that yon all ought to be ashamed of 
I dechire papa shall hear of it," 

" Lioael, do yoa know ■what you are saying ? " said 
Caroline. 

" This is sadly naughty ! " feebly murmured Miss Morley. 

" Lionel, mamma will be very angry," said Clara. 

"I don't oare," said Lionel loudly and vehemently; "I 
know that you all ought to be ashamed of yourselves, every 
one of you. Why, if you were boys you would never hold 
up your heads again ; but girls can do anything, and that is 
the reason they have no shame." 

" Hush ! Lionel, deai- Lionel 1 " said Caroline, coining to 
Lim persuasively, but he shook her off: 

^' I want none of your rfears," said he; "ask Marian's 
pardon, not mine." 

He turned his back, and took up a book. The girls 
dared Boy no more to Lim; Misa Morley very nearly cried, 
as she thought how impossible it was for women to manage 
great boys. She ought to complain of his rudeness, but the 
explanation of what gave rise to it was impossible, and so, 
poor woman, she thought herself too goodnatured, 

Gerald, in the meantime, had gone to his sister's room, 
where he called hastily on finding the door fastened. She 
opened it, and he eagerly asked what was the matter. 

" Never mind," said Marian ; " tiank you for remember- 
ing my letter. Will you fetch the sealing wax out of " 

" Well, but what is the matter ? " 

" Nothing that signifies ; never mind." 

" But I do mind, I can't bear for you to cry. You 
know I eaa't, so don't begin again," added he, as his affec- 
tionate tones made her lip quiver, and her eyes fill with 
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" But, G-eraW, pray get tte was, or But no, no," 

added she Iiurriedly, " do not, I will not touch it, till " 

"Till when?'' asked GoiaSd ; "I wish you would tell 
me how they have been vesing you. I am sui-e tliey 
have, for they all looked guilty. Poor Marian ! " He put 
his arm round her neok, and drew her cheek to his. Who 
could withstand such a brother? Marian whispered, " Only 
— ^bat don't make a fass — only Miss Morley made me show 
her my letter." 

He started from her, and broke forth into a torrent of 
indignation; and it was not quickly that she succeeded in 
getting him to listen to her enti'eaties that he would not tell 

" What do you mean to do ? " said he. "01 will write 
such a letter to Edmnnd, in hopes she will ask to see it. 
But she won't venture on mine. Shall I tell Edmund ? " 

" No, BO, Gerald, yon do nothing; pray don't say any- 
thing. I will speak to Mr. Lyddell, for it was ho who gave 
me leave." 

"And I hope he will give poor unfortunate a good row- 
ing. Won't it be fun ? " 

" Now, Gerald, pray don't say such things, or I sliall be 
Boriy I told you. I dare say she thought it was right." 

" Stuff and nonsense 1 Bight indeed 1 I hope Mr. Lyd- 
dell will give it to her well I " 

" If I may not write without having my letters read, I 
am sure I shall never be able to wi-ite at all ! " 

" And when shall you speak ? Luckily there is no com- 
panytfl-night, and I hope I shall be there to hear," 

" No, you wiU not ; I shall wait till you are gone to bed, 
for I am sure Lionel and Johnny ought to know nothing 
about it. I believe I had better not have told yon ; but, 
Gerald, yon. are all I have, and I can't help telling you 
everything." 

" Of course, Marian, so you ought, for let them laugh at 
me as they will, I always tell you everything. And won't 
it be nice when I am grown up, and we can get away from 
them all, and live at home together, and I go out shooting 
every day, and you and Banger stand at tlio top of the steps 
to watch me ? For Kanger will be too old to go out shooting 
by that time." 
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In the midst of this picture of rural felicity, Saunders 
came to tell Marian that it was time to dress. 

Wheii she returned to the schoolroom, Carolme would 
liave given aajthing not to have read the letter ; she was too 
sure that there was nothing wrong in it, and she could not 
Bhow the trust in her cousin wMcIi would have enaliled her 
to apeak freely, and say she was very sorry for hor speech 
and meant nothing by it ; nor did she wish to revive the 
subject before Lionel, whose indignation would be still more 
unpleasant in Marian's own presence. She therefore said 
nothing, and on the other liand Marian felt awkward and con- 
strained ; Lionel was secretly ashamed of his own improper 
behaviour to Miss Morley, and well knowing that he should 
never dare to perforin his threat of telling his father, put on 
a surly kind of demeanour, quite as uncivil to Marian as to 
anyone else ; and but that Ofara never minded anything, and 
that Johnny knew and cared little about the matter, their tea 
that evening would have been wonderfully unsociable. Gerald 
had not much to eay, but the bent of his thoughts was evident 
enough when his ever-busy pencil produced the sketch of a 
cat pricking her paw by patting a hedgehog rolled up in a 
ball. 

Neither Miss Morley nor her pupils ever espeotedto hear 
more of the letter, for they knew perfectly well that what 
Lionel had said was but a threat, for the appeal direct to 
Mr. or Mrs. Lyddell was a thing never thought of at Oak- 
worthy. Marian had, however, made np her mind; her anx- 
iety overpowered her abyness ; she knew that Mr. Lyddell was 
the proper person, and perhaps the fact was that she was leas 
afraid of him than of his wife. So, though she resisted all the 
glances cast at her by Gerald, whenever he thought he saw 
a good opportunity for her, and waited till all the three little 
boys bad gone to bed, she bj^ no means gave up her pui'pose. 
It was time for ber too, to wish good night ; and while her 
heart beat fast, she said, " Mr. Lyddell, yon gave me leave to 
write to Agnes Wortley. Was it on condition of my letters 
being looked over?" 

" Who meddles with your letters ? " said Mr. Lyddell, 
much surprised. 

Caroline, having helped to get her governess into the 
scrape, thought it but fair to say what she could for her, and 
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answered, " Miss Morley tLouglit ttat jou and mamma 
would wish it." 

"By no means," eaid Mr. Lyddell, turning to Marian, 
" I have the highest opinion of Mr. and Mrs, Wortley, the 
very highest; I wish your correspondence to be perfectly 
free." 

" Thank you," said Marian. " Good nigtit I " and away 
she went, to tell Gerald how it had passed ; and he, who had 
been lying awake in expectation, was mueh disappointed to 
hear no more than this. 

As soon as she was gone, Mrs. Lyddell oselaitned, 
" What coald have given Miss Morloy reason to think that 
her letters were to be inspected? Beally, Miss Morley 
must have some eourage I I should he sorry to he the per- 
son to make the request." 

"Ah! Marian was very angry indeed," said Clara; 
" quite in a passion." 

" Very proper," said Mr. Lyddell. " A spirited tiling. 
She is a girl of senae." 

Mrs. Lyddell let the matter drop with the girls, but 
going to the schoolroom, she inquired into it more fully, and 
found that by poor unfortunate faithful Morley's own account, 
she had allowed herself to be made the tool of the curiosity 
of Carolino and Clara. She spoke severely, and Miss Morley 
had displeasure to endure, which was considerably more dis- 
agreeable than all Clara's importunities could have beeQ. 

However, the nest morning it appeared as if the whole 
affair was forgotten by all parties ; Marian was just as usual, 
and so were £er cousins ; bat, in secret, Caroline felt guilty, 
and held her in higher estimation since she had seen the eon- 
tents of the letter, which, as she could perceive, Marian 
might well be doubly unwilling to show; she wished that 
Marian would but bo as opeu to her as she was to Agnes, 
but this unfortunate business seemed like another great bar 
to their ever being really intimate, and she did not know 
how to surmonnt it. 

These reflections wore shortly after driven out of Caro- 
line's head by a sovcro fit of toothache, which for tbree 
days made her unfit for anything but to sit by tlie fire read- 
ing idle books. Mrs. Lyddell proposed to take her to Salis- 
bury to consult a dentist, and Lionel was supposed likewise 
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to require inspeotion. Then, turning to Marian, Mrs. Lyd- 
dell said, " This is not the jileasantest kind of expedition, 
but perhaps you may like to see Salisbury, and I think jour 
bonnet wants renewing." 

" Thimk you," said Marian, pleased with tlie invitation, 
" I shall be very glad to go ; I beliere my teeth ought to bo 
looked at. The dentist at Eseter said last winter that they 
were crowded and ought to he wateLed." 

" Very well," said Mrs. Lyddell, " we will sec what Mr. 
Polkiugbom says." 

" Polkinghom," BMd Marian, as Mrs. Lyddell left the 
room ; " that is a Devonshire name." 

" You are very welcome to him, I am sure," said Caro- 
line ; " I wish the trade was abolished." 

" Wtat eowards girls are 1 " said Lionel 

" Let US see how boys hehave before we say anythiag 
against girls," was Marian's answer. 

" Shan't you scream?" said Lionel. 

" Of course she will not," said Caroline, "unless with 
joy at meeting a Devonshire man." 

MariaD laughed, and Lionel began an exhilarating story 
about an unfortunate who was strapped to the dentist's chair, 
dragged nine times round the room, and finally had his jaw 
broken. 

Marian enjoyed her drive to Salisbury, though it added 
to her contempt for Wiltshire scenery, by showing her more 
and more of desolate down. She watdied the tall Cathedral 
spire from far in the distance, peering up among the hills 
like a picture more than a reality, and she admired the green 
meadows and qiiiet vale where the town stands. Poor Caro- 
line was taken up with dreadful anticipations of Mr. Poking- 
tooth, as Lionel called him, and when arrived at hia chamber 
of torture, hung hack, so as to allow Marian to be the first 
victim. The result of the examination was, that it would be 
better, though not absolutely necessary, that a certain double 
tooth should be extracted, and Mr. Polkiaghorn left the 
room in search of an instrument. 

" So you think it ought to go ? " sighed Marian. 

" I should say so," said Mrs, Lyddell, " but you may 
decide for yourself." 

Marian covered her face with her hands, and considered. 
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Tlio dentist returned ; she laid hudk lier head and opened 
her mouth, and the tooth was drawn. Caroline and Lionel 
escaped more easily, and they left the dentist's. Mrs. Lyd- 
deU said something in coiameadation of Marian's course, 
and asked if she would like to see the Cathedral, an offer 
which she gladly accepted, expecting to go to the service, as 
the hells now began to ring ; but she was disappointed, for 
Mrs. Lyddell said, " Ah I I had forgotten the hour. We 
must do our commissions first, and he at the Cathedral before 
the doors are shut." Marian did not venture to express her 
wishes, but she thought of the days when attending the 
Cathedral service had been the crowning pleasure of a drive 
to Exeter, and in dwelling on the recollection, she spent the 
attention which Mrs. Lyddell expected her to bestow on her 
new bonnet. 

Their business did not occupy them very long, and they 
entered the Cathedral before the anthem was over; but 
Marian felt that it was not fitting to loiter about the nave 
while worship was going on within the choir ; and the un- 
comfortable feeling occupied her so much, that she could 
liardly look at the fair clustered columns and gi-aceful arches, 
and seemed scarcely to know or care for the gallant William 
Longsword, when led to the side of his mail-cl.ad, oross-Wged 
effigy. The deep notes of the organ, which delighted Caro- 
line, gave her a sense of shame ; and even when the sorvico 
was over, and they entered the choir, these thoughts had not 
so passed away as to enable her to give full admiration to 
the exquisite leaiy capitals and taper arcades of the Lady 
Chapel. Perhaps, too, there was a little perverseness in her 
inability to think that this Cathedral surpassed that of 
Exeter. 

She thanked Mrs. Lyddell rather stiffly, as she thought 
to herself, " I did not reckon upon this ! " and they set out 
on their homeward drive. Caroline looked thoughtful, and 
did not say much, Lionel fell asleep, and Mrs. Lyddell, after 
a few not very successful attempts at talking to Marian, 
took out her bills, and began to look over them aud to reckon. 
Marian sat looking out of the window, lost in a vision of the 
hiils, woods, and eti-eams of Fern Torr, which lasted till they 
had reached home. 

Such an expedition was so uncommon an event in the 
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lives of the iiitabitants of the schoolroom, that those who 
Bcajed at home were as escited ahoiit it as those who went, 
and a full and particular account was expected of al! they 
had seen and all they had done. Caroline and Lionel both 
seemed to think Marian a perfect miracle of courago in vol- 
untarily consenting to lose a tooth. 

" And I am sure," said Caroline as they sat at tea, " I 
cannot now understand what made yon have it done." 

" To oblige a oountryman," said Marian laughing. 

" Well, but what was jour real reason ? " persisted Caro- 

" Mrs. Lyddell thought it best, and so did the dentist," 
said Marian. 

" 0," said Caroline, " he only said so because it was his 
trade," 

" Then how could Mrs. Lyddell depend on him ? " said 
Marian, gravely. 

"Dentists never are to he depended on," said Caroline; 
" they only try to fill their own pockets like other people." 

" Ton forget," said Lionel, " Devonshire men are not like 
other people." 

" yes, I beg their pardon," said Caroline, while every 
one laughed except Gerald, who thought the praise only their 
due, 

" But why did you have it done ? " said Clara, returning 
to the charge; "I am sure I never would." 

" Yes, but Marian is not you," said Lionel. 

" You would have disobeyed no one," said Caroltne. 

"I do not know," said Marian, thinking of. one whom 
she would have disobeyed by showing weakness. 

" Then did you think it wrong not to Lave that tooth 
drawn ? " said Caroline. 

" I do not know." 

" Did you think it right to have it done ? " 

" I do not know, unless that I did not like it." 

" Do you mean to say that not liking a thing makes it 
right ? " exclaimed Clara. 

" Very often," said Marian, 

" Miss Moriey, now is not that Popish ? " cried Clara. 

" Perhaps your cousin can esplain herself," said Miss 
Moriey. 
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"Yes, do," said Caroline, "you must teli us what you 
meau." 

"I don't know," was Marian's first answer; tut wHlo 
uttering the reply, the real reason arranged itself in words ; 
and finding ahe must speak clearly, she said, " Self-denial is 
always best, and in a doubtful ease, the moat disagreeable ia 
always the safest." 

Misa Morley said tliat Marian was right in many in- 
Btances, but that this was not a universal rule, and so the 
conversation ended. 



CHAPTER VI. 

" U Brli^al bunks ire fresh nud Mr, 
And Greta wooda are grefiD ; 
I'd rather rose wiUi Edmirnd there, 
Tiiao Tdcn oni English queen." 

EOKEBV. 

Winter came, and with it the time fixed for that farewell 
visit from Edmund Arundel, to whieh Marian and Gerald 
had long looked forward. Marian was becoming very anxious 
for it on Gerald's account, for slio was beginning Ui fool that 
he was not quite the same child as when he first arrived at 
Oakworthy. He was less under control, less readily obedient 
to Miss Morley, less inclined to quote Edmund upon all oc- 
casions, more sensible of his own consequence, and more apt 
to visit that forbidden ground, the stables. 

She longed for Edmund's coming, tmsting to him to set 
everything right, and to explain to her the marvels of tliis 
strange now world. 

Several gentlemen were staying in the house, and there 
was to be a dinner party on the day when he was expected, 
BO that she thought the best chance of seeing him would be 
to stay in the garden with Gerald, while the others took their 
walk, so that she might be at hand on his arrival. Clara, 
though by no means wanted, chose to stay also, and the two 
girls walked up and down the terrace toeether. 

" It is so very odd," said Claras " tuat you should caro 
about such a great old cousin." 
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" He is oiily twenty-four," answeretl Marian. 

" But he must hiive been grown iip ever smce jou re- 
meralicr." 

" Yes, tut lie is bo kind. He nsed to carry ua about and 
play with us when we were quite little ohildren, and sinee I 
Lave been older he has made me almost a companion. He 
taught me to ride, and trained my bay pony, my beautiful 
Mayflower, and read with me, and belped me in my music 
and drawing." 

" That IS more than Elliot would do foi' us, if he could," 
aaid Clara. " It is very dull to have no one to care about 
our lessons, but to be shut up in the soboohoom for ever with 
poor unfortunate." 

Marian did not choose to say hew fully she assented to 
this complaint, but happiness had opened her heart, and she 
went on, — " I have had so many delightful walks with him 
through the beautiful wood full of rodss, and out upon the 
moor. O, Clara, you cannot think what it is to sit upon one 
of those rocks, all covered witli moss and lichen, and the ferns 
growing in every cleft and cranny, and the beautiful little 
ivy-leafcd campanula wreathing itself about the moss, and 
such a soft, free, delicious air blowing all around. And Ed- 
mund and I need to take out a book, and read and sketch so 
delightfully there I " 

" Do you know, Marian," said Clara mysteriously, " I 
have heard some one say — I will not tell you who — that it is 
a wonder that Mr, Arundel is so fond of you, of Gerald, at 
least, for if it was not for him, he would have had Fern Torr, 
and have been Sir Edmund." 

" But why should he not bo fond of Gerald 1 " 

" Keally, Marian, you are a very funny person in some 
things," exclaimed Clara. " To think of your not being able 
to guess that I " 

Here Mrs. Lyddell interrupted them by calling from the 
window to ask why they were staying ia the garden ? 

" We were waiting to see Mr. Ai-undel, mamma," an- 
swered Clara. 

"I think," said Mrs. Lyddell, "that as I am going out, 
it is not quite the thing for you young ladies to wait to receive 
a. gentleman in my absence. You had bettor overtake the 
others. Marian will sec Mr. Arundel in the evening." 
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" now cross ! " exclaimed Clara, as eoon as they were 
out of hearing, " Now we have to go along that horrid, 
stupid path that poor unfortunate is so foadof! If mam- 
ma had to go there herself, she would fenow wliat a auisanoe 
it is I " 

Marian was silent, because she was too mack annoyed 
to speak properly of Mrs. Lyddell, whose interference seemed 
to her a needless piece of unkindness. At home she would 
have thought it strange not to hasten to greet cousin Ed- 
mund, and she feared he would think she neglected him, yet 
she could not, in Clara's presence, leave a message for him 
with her brother. Gerald begged her to remain, but she 
replied, with a short, bln;it " I can't," and set off with 
Clara, feeling provoked with everybody. In process of 
time she recovered candour enough to acknowledge to her- 
Bolf that Mrs. Lyddell was right as far as Clara was con- 
cerned, but the etrn^le kept her silent, her cousin thought 
her sulky, and the walk was not agreeable. 

Gerald did not as usual attend her toilette, but as slio 
passed along the passage on her way to the schoolroom, she 
heard sounds in tbe hall so like home that her heart bonnd- 
od, Gerald's voice and Edmund's in reply ! She could not 
help opening the door which separated the grand staircase 
from iJie schoolroom passage, the voice sounded plainer, she 
looked over the balusters, and saw — ^yes, actually saw Ed- 
mund, the top of his black head was jnst below her. Should 
she call ? Should abo ran Lalf-way down stairs, and just ex- 
change one greeting unrestrainedly ? But no ; her heart beat 
SO fast as to taie away her breath , and that gave her time for 
recollection : Mrs. Lyddell might not thini it proper, it would 
be meeting him in an underhand way, and that would never do t 

Marian turned back, shut the door of communication, and 
in the next moment was in the schoolroom. When Gerald 
came up to tea, he was in the wildest spirits, mating fun, 
romping witli Lionel and John, and putting everything in 
such an uproar that it was quite a relief when the time came 
for going down to the drawing-room. 

Now, Marian's great fear was that the gentlemen would 
be cruel enough to stay in the dining-room till after half-past 
nine, when she would be obliged to go to bod. She could 
hardly speak to anybody, she abi-ank away, as near the door 
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as she dared, and half sprang up every time it opened, then 
Bat down aahamcd of herself, and disappointed to see only 
the servants with coffee and tea. 

At last, the fatal time had all but come, wlien the blaek 
figures of the gentlemen entered one after the other, Marian 
scarcely venturiug to look at them, and overpowered with a 
double access of fright and shyness, which chained her to 
her seat, and her eyes to the ground. But now — Edmund's 
hand was grasping hers, Edmund was by her side, bis voice 
was saying, " Well, Marian, how are you ? " 

She looked up at him for one moment, then on the 
ground again, without speaking. 

" Oakworthy has put no colour in your checks," said he. 
" Are you quite well ? " 

" Quite, thank youj" said she, almost as shortly and 
coldly as if she had been answering Mrs. LyddeU. 

" When did yon hear from home ? " 

" Yesterday," said she, speaking moro readily. " Agnes 
always writes once a week. When do you go there ? " 

" Nest week, when I leave this place." 

" You come from the Marehmonts, don't you ? " 

" Yes, Selina sends you her lovo, and all manner of 
kiad messages. She hopes to see you iu Lonilon after 
Easter." 

" dear ! There is Mrs. Lyddell looking at me, and I 
see Caroline is gonel Good night, Edmund." 

" So soon? I hoped to have seen more of you to-day; 
I came early on purpose." 

" I thought so, but they would not let me stay at home." 

" I understand. Don't squeeze up your lips and look 
woeful. I knew bow it was. Good night." 

Marian walked slowly up stairs, sighing as she went, and 
looked into Gei-ald's room. Ho was awake, and called out, 
" Well, Marian, are you not glad he has come ? " 

" yes, very," returned Marian, in a tone of little glad- 
ness ; " I hope you will be very happy with him." 

" Why not you ? " 

" It will be all disappointment," she answered in a chok- 
ing voice, as, sheltered by the darkness, she knelt down by 
Gerald's bed, and burst into tears, "It will all bo like 
to-day," 
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' No, it sliall not ! " cried Gerald 5 " I will tell Edmund 
all ibout it, and lie aliall send them all to tie right about ! 
I can't think why jou did not tell Mrs. Ljddeli that jou 
always stay at home for Edmund." 

" Miss Arundel," said Sauudera, at the door, " do yon 
know that it is half an hour later than tiaual f " 

The nest morning Marian awoke with brighter spirits. 
It was possible that she might accomplish, one walk with 
him, and G-erald was sure of being constantly at his side, 
which was the great point. At any rate, she could not bs 
very unhappy while he was in the house. 

She heard nothing of him all the morning, but, just as 
the schoolroom dinner was over, in came Mrs. Lyddell, and 
with her Edmund himself, to the great surprise of all the 
inhabitants. Marian looked very happy, but said very 
little, while there was some talk with Miss Morley, and then 
Edmund asked if she had no drawing to show him. She 
brought out her portfolio, and felt it like old times when he 
observed on her improved shading, or criticised the hardness 
of her distant hills, while Mies Morley wondered at his taste 
and scieEce. It was delightfiil to find that she and Gerald 
were really to take a walk with him by themselves. She 
almost flew to fetch her walking dress, and sooa the three 
were on their way together. 

There was a great quantity of homo news to be talked 
over, fop Edmund had not heard half so often nor so minutely 
as Marian, and he had to be told how Charles Wortley got 
on at his new school, that itanger had been lost for a day 
and a half, and many pieces of the same kind of iatelli- 
gence, of which the most important was that Farmer 
Bright's widow had given up the hill farm, and his nephew 
wanted to take it, but Mr. "Wortley hoped that this would 
not be allowed, as he was a dissenter. 

"Indeed!" said Edmund; "I wonder Cai-ter did not 
mention that." 

" Had you heard this before ? " said Marian ; " I thought 
it news." 

" Most of it is," said Edmund, " but not about the faiiii. 
The letting it is part of my business here, but I did not 
know of this man's dissent. Your correspondence has done 
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" I am siirii it is my great deliglit," said Marian ; " I do 
not know wliat I sliould do without hearing from Agnea. I 
think I hays learnt to prize her more since I have known 
otter people." 

" You don't find the Miss Lyddells quite as formidahle 
as you espeeted though ? " said Edmund ; " the eldest has a 
nice open countenance," 

" We get on very well," said Marian. " Caroline is so 
good-tempered and clever, and Lionel is delightfuL" 

"0, Edmund," interposed Gerald, "Lionel and I had 
such fun the other day. We caught the old donkey and 
blindfolded it with onr handkerchiefs, and let it loose, aad 
if you could but have seen how it kicked up its heels " 

They went oa with the history of adventures of the 
same description, enjoying themselves exceedingly, and when 
Marian went in, she was much pleased to find how favour- 
able an impression Edmand had made on her companions, 
although some of their commendations greatly Butprised 
her ; Miss Morley pronouncing that he had in the greatest 
degree an air distingue, and was a remarkably' fash ionabje 
young man. Marian could endure the air distingue, but 
could hardly swallow the faahionahle young man, an ex- 
pression which only conveyed to her mind the idea of Elliot 
Lyddell and his moustaohed friends. However, she knew it 
was meant for high praise, and her present amiable fit was 
strong enough to prevent her from taking it as an insult. 

The next day was" Sunday, and she provokingly missed 
Edmund tliree times, in the walks to and from church, he 
being monopolized by " some stupid person," who had far 
less right to him than she had ; bat at last, when she had 
been c&mpletely worried and vexed with her succession of 
disappointments, and had come into what Lionel would have 
emphatically called " a state of mind," Edmund contrived to 
come to her before going in doors, and asked if she could not 
take a few turns with him on the terrace. Slie came gladly, 
and yet hardly with fall delight, for the irritation of the 
contLEually recurring disappointments through the whole 
day, still had its influence on her spirits, and she did not at 
first speak. " Where is Gerald ? " asked Edmund. 

" I don't know; somewhere with the boys," said Marian, 
disconEoliitely. 
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" Well, why not ? " said Edmund laughing. 

" I don't know," said Marian. 

"Tliat IB a meditative 'I don't inow,' which conveys 
more than meets the eaj'." 

" I don't know whether ■ ■ ; I mean I don't think it 
does Cferald any good." 

"It?— what?" 

" I don't know," repeated Marian in a tone which to any 
one else would liavo appeared sullen. 

" I should like to arrive at your meaning, Marian. Ave 
you not happy about Gerald ! " 

" I don't know," said Marian ; but Edmund, convinced 
that ail was not right, was resolved to penetrate these deter- 
mined professions of ignorance. 

" Is Gerald under Miss Morley ? " he asked. 

" Yes, during most of the day. They all say he is very 

" And does not that satisfy you ?" 

" I don't know." 

Edmund perceived that the subject of Sier brother was 
too near her heart to be easily approached, and resolved to 
change his tone. 

"How have you been getting oa?" he asked. "Does 
learning flourish under the present dynasty ? " 

" I don't know," replied Marian for the seventh time, 
but she did not as usual stop there, aad continued, " they 
think one knows nothing unless one has learnt all manner of 
dates, and latitudes, and such things. Not one of them 
knew Orion when they saw him in the sky, and yet even 
Clara thought me dreadfully stupid because I could not find 
out on the globe the altitude of Beta in " 
New Orleans, at three o'clock ' 

Edmnnd conld not help If 
ing, half-humorous tone, and thi 
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Edmund, the lists 



s and dates, kings and Eomaa emperors- 
" Metals, semi-metals, and distinguished philosophers," 
said Edmund ; and Marian, who in days of old had read 
" Mansfield Park," laughed as she used to do at home. 

" Exactly," said she. " 0, lildmnnd, it is very different 
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learning firom what it used to be. All lesson and no think- 
ing, no explaining, nd letting one mate out more abont the 
interesting places. I wanted the other day to look out in 
some history book to find whether Binaldo in Tasao was a 
real man, but nobody would care aboat it; and as to the 
books, all the real good grown-up onea are down in Mr. 
Lyddell's library, where no one can get at them." 
■ " Does not Miss Lyddell enter into these things ? " 

" yes, Caroline does, a great deal more than Miss 
Morley; bat I don't know — I never can get on with Caro- 
line ." 

Marian had now gone on to the moment wten Jier heart 
was ready to be open, and the whole story, so long laid up 
for Edmund, began to be poured forth ; while he, anxious to 
hear all, and more sympathizing than he was willing to show 
himself, only put in a word or two here and there, so as to 
sustain the narration. Everything was told, bow Clara was 
frivolous and wearisome ; how Caroline was cold, incompre- 
hensible, and unsympathetic; how unjust and weak Miss 
Morley was; how sharp, haeti^, and uaimotberly she found 
Mrs. Ljddell ; and then, growing more eager, Marian, with 
tears springing to her eyes, told of the harm the influence 
of 'Oakworthy was doing Gerald; his love of the stables, 
and Saunders' opinion of the company he was likely to meet 
there. This led her to more of Saunders' communication a 
about the general arrangement of the house, and the want 
of really earnest care for what is right; further still to 
what Saunders tad told of Elliot and his ways, which were 
such as to shock her excessively, and yet she had herself 
hoard Mr, Lyddell say that he was a fine spirited fellow ! 

Edmund was not sorry to find that he had but small 
space in which to give the r^ly for which Marian was eagerly 
looking. He avoided the main subject, and spoke directly 
to a point on which his little cousin was certainly wrong. 
" Well, Marian, who would have thought of your taking to 
gossiping with servants f " Then, as she looked down, too 
much asnamed to speak, he added, " I suppose poor Saun- 
ders hag not sought for charms at Oakworthy any more than 
you have." 

,,-r , ■, -r ■, . ., ■ , T . ■ ■. . ■. .1 it of it 
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" Ih that a eonfoasion that jou are doing so now ? " 

" I do not know." 

" Then let us see if you will give the same account to- 
morrow; I shall ask jou whenever I see you particularly 
amiable. And now I think I havo kept you out quite late 
enough." 

The nest day was very pleasant, bright, and frosty; 
Marian, from haying relieved her heart, felt more free and 
happy, and her lessons went off quickly aud smoothly. All 
wont well, even though Edmund was obliged to go and call 
on a friend at Salisbuiy instead of coming to walk with her. 
Her walk with Miss Morley and her cousins was prosperous 
and pleasant; the boys ran races, and Marian and Clara 
were allowed to join them without a remonstrance. Marian 
was running and laughing most joyously, when she was stopped 
by hearing a horse's feet near her, and lookbg round saw 
Edmund returning from his ride. " May I keep her out a 
little longer ? " said he to Miss Morley, as he jumped off 
hia horse, and Marian came to his side. Miss Morley re- 
turned a ready asseat, and after disposing of the horse, the 
two cousins walked on happily together, she telling him soma 
pleasant histories of GeraJd and the other little boys, and 
lamenting the loss that Lionel would be when he went to 
school. After they had talked over Salisbury Cathedral, 
and Marian had heard with great interest of Edmund's lato 
employments in Scotland, and all he was to do and see ia 
Africa, and saying much about that never-ending subject, 
Fern Torr, Edmund thought her so cheerful that ho said, 
" "Well, may I venture to ask your opinion of the people 

" I don't know," said Marian, who was so much ashamed 
of the accusation of gossiping with Saunders as to be will- 
ing to pass over all that had been founded on her informa- 
tion, " perhaps I did say too much yesterday, and yet I do 
not know I am sure I should never have chosen them for 
friends." 

" Perhaps they would return that compliment." 
" Then you really think it is my own foult ? " 
" No ; " (Edmund tried hard to prevent his " no " from 
being too emphatic, and forced himself to go on thus) " I do 
not suppose it is entirely your fault, hut at the same time 
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you d.0 not str Ice me as a person likulj to make friends 

" 0, Edmund, I could nevor Tiring myself to kiss, and 
say ' dearest,' and ' darling,' and all that, like Clara," 

" There is the thing," said Edmund ; " not that it is 
wrong to dislike it, not that I could ever imagine jour doing 
any thine like it ; " and, indeed, the idea seemed so prepos- 
terous, that both the cousins laughed ; " but the disposition 
is not one likely to be over and above prepossessing to stran- 

" You mean that I am disagreeable ? " 

" No, fai- from it. I only mean that you are chilly, and 
make almost all who come near you the same towards you." 

" I cannot help it," said Marian. 

" Yes, you could in time, if you did not fairly fireeae 
yourself by constant dwelling on their worst points. Make 
the best of them with all your might, and you will soon 
learn to lite them better." 

" But if the things are so, Edmund, how can I see them 



" Don't look out for them, and be glad of every excnse 
for disliking the people. Don't fancy harshness and unkind- 
nes3 'where no one intends it. I am quite sure that Mr. 
Lyddell wishes to give you every advantage, and that Mrs. 
Lyddell thinks she treate you like her own cbild." 

" I don't think I should like to be her own child," said 
Marian. " It is true that she is the same with me as with 
them, but — " 

" Poor Marian," said Edmimd, kindly, " you have been 
used to such gentleness at home, that no wonder the world 
seems hard and unkind to you. But I did not mean to 
make you cry ; you know you must rough it, and bravely 
too." 

" Never mind my crying," said Marian, struggling to 
speak; "it is nothing, but I cannot help it. It is so very 
longsinoe any one has known what I meant." 

Edmund could not trust himself to speak, so full was he 
of affectionate compassion for her, and of indignation against 
the Lyddells, when these few words revealed to him till her 
lonelinees; and they walked on for a considerable distance 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



in sleuoe, till, TOith. a suddGn change of tone, ho iiskcd if ato 
Lad had any riding since she camo to Oakworthy. 

" no, I have not heen on horseback once. Wtat a 
treat a good canter on Mayflower would he ! " 

" I suspect one victory over her would put you in epirita 
to he amiahle for a month," gaid Edmund. 

" Dear old Mayflower I " said Marian. " How delight- 
ful that day was when she first came home, and we took that 
very long ride to the Eaateomhe ! " 

Edmund and Marian fell into a line of reminiscences 
whiok enlivened them both, and she went indoors in a cheer 
ful mood, while he seriously took the riding into considera- 
tion; knowing, as he did, that her mother had thought a 
great deal of out-of-door exercise desirable for her, and 
guessing that her want of spirits might very probably arise 
from want of the air and freedom to which she had always been 
accustomed. The result of his meditations was, that the 
next morning she was delighted by Gerald's rushing into the 
school-room, calling out, " Put on your habit, Marian ; make 
haste and put on your habit. You are to have my pony, 
and I am to have Lionel's, and Edmund is to have Sorell, 
and we are all to to ride together to Chalk Down ! " 

How i^ast Marian obeyed the summons may well be be- 
lieved; and though Gerald's pony was not comparable to 
Mayflower, it was much to feel herself again in the saddle, 
with the fresh wind breathing on her cheeks, and Edmund 
by her side. Far and joyouSy did they ride ; so far, that 
Gerald was tired into unusual sleepiness all the evening; 
but Marian was but the fresher and brighter, full of life and 
merriment, which quite surprised her cousins. 

But visits, alasl are fleeting things, and Edmund's last 
day at Oakwotthy came only too soon. Precious as it was, 
it was for the most part devoted to business with Mr. Lyd- 
dell, though he sent Marian a message that he hoped for a 
walk with her and her brother in the afternoon. 

The hour came, but not the man; and while Caroline 
and Clara went ont with Miss Morley, Marian sat down with 
a book to wait for him. In about an hour's time the boys 
came to tell her they were going to the pond with Walter. 

" O Gerald, won't you wait for Edmund ? " 
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" I have waited till I am tired. I cannot stay in this 
whole afternoon, and I do not think he will come this age." 

"He is shut up in the study with papa," said Lionel; 
" I heard their voices very loud, as if they were in suck a 

" I wisii I could see them," said Johnny, " it would be 
such fun." 

Away rajl the boys, leaving Marian in a state of wonder 
and anxiety, but still confident that Edmund would not for- 
get her. yhe put on her walking dress, and sat down to her 
book again, but still she w^ left to wait. The winter twi- 
light commenced, and still no Edmund; steps approached, 
but not the right ones ;' and in came the walking party, witli 
a general exclamation of "Poor Marian 1 what, still wait- 
ing ? " Miss Morley advised her to take a few turns on tlie 
terrace, instead of staying in all day; anci Clara wished she 
might go with her, instead of practising that horrid Mozart. 
Marian disconsolately went down stairs, looking wistfully at 
the library door as sho went past it, and, at a funeral pace, 
promenaded along the terrace. As she passed beneath the 
window of Caroline's room, a head was popped out, and a 



"So, air, j-oii're coma at last, I thought you'd oonit nc more, 
I've waited with my bonnet on fi'om one till half-pust four 1 
Toil linow I hiitfi to flit alone — " 

At that moment, Edmund himself was seen advancing 
from the door ; the song ended in a scream of laughter and 
dismay, and the window was hastily shut. Edmund smiled 
a little, but very little, and said, " True enough, I am afraid 
I have used you very iD." 

"Tiresome afiairs," said Marian, looliing wp into his 
harassed face. " I hope they have not made your head 
ache ? " 

"I have been worried, but it is not the fault of lie affairs. 
I wish you had not lost your walk," added he abruptly, be- 
ginning to stride on so fast tliat she could scarcely keep up 
with him, and apparently. forgetting her presence entirely in 
his own engrossing thoughts. She watched him intently as 
she toiled to keep by his side, longing, but not daring, to in- 
Mire what was the matter. At last ho broke out into a 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



muttereJ exclamation, " destitute of all principle! all labuuv 

" Whal^-how— Mr. Lyddell ? " 

" This whole day liave I been at it, trying to bring liim 
to reason about tbat farm ! " 

" What ? Did he wish the Dissenter to have it ? " 

10 objection — treated all I said as the merefit 



" What? all the annoyance to the Wortleys, and the 
miaohief to the poor people ! " exclaimed Marian. " Why, 
we should have a meeting-house I " 

" Nothing more likely, in the Manor field, and fifty 
pounds subscribed — all for the sake of toleration and Gerald's 



"You don't mean that ho has done it?" said Marian, 
alarmed, and not quite understanding Edmund's tone of 
irony, " Cannot you prevent it ? " 

" I have preTented it; I said that, with my Imowledgo 
of my uncle's mtentions, I could never feel justified In con- 
senting to sign the lease." 

" And that puts a stop to it ? Oh, I am very glad, But 
I suppose be was very angry ? " 

" I never saw a man more so. He said he had no notion 
of sacrificing Grerald's interest to party feeling." 

' ' How could it be for Gerald's interest to bring Dissenters 
to Fern Torr ? I am sore it would bo very disagreeable. 
I thought it was quite wrong to havo any dealings with 

" He has been popularity-hunting too long to have many 
scruples on that score." 

Marian eordd not help triumphing, " Well, Edmund, I 
am glad you have como tomy opinion at last. I knew you 
would not like the Lyddells when you knew them better," 

" I never was much smitten with them," said Edmund, 
abruptly, as if affronted at the imputation of having liked 

" But Edmund," cried Marian, standing still in the ex- 
tremity of her amazement, " what have you been about all 
this time ? Have you not been tellmg me it is all my own 
fault that I do not get on with them ? " 

He was silent for a little while ; and tlion turning round 
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halfway, as people do wtea much divertecl, he broke out intc 
!i hearty fit of laughtev. "It is plain," said he, at last, 
"that nature never designed me for a youog lady's coun- 

" What do you mean, Edmund ? " 

" I suspect I have done miachief," said Edmund, after a. 
little consideration, " and I belieye all that remains to be 
done is to tell you all, and come down from my character of 
Mentor, which certainly I have not fulfilled particularly 
well." 

" I am sure I do not understand you/' said Marian, 

" Well, then," said Edmund, speaking ia a more free 
and unemharrassed tone than he had used since he had been 
at Oakworthy, " this is the fact of the matter, as Mrs. Coni- 
thwayte would say, Marian, I always thought it very tin- 
luoky that yon were obliged to live here ; but as it could not 
be helped, and I really knew nothing against the Lyddells, 
there was no use in honing and moanii^ about it beforehand, 
80 I tried to malte the best of it. Well, I came here, and 
found things as bad as I expected, and was yery glad to find 
you steady iu the principles we learnt at home. Still, I 
thought you deficient iu kindly feeling towards them, and 
inclihed to giveaway to repining and discontent, and 1 think 
you allowed I was not far wrong. To-day, I must allow, I 
was off my guard, and have made a complete mesa of ail my 
prudence." 

" 0, I am very glad of it,' said Mai-ian. " I understand 
you now, and you are nmch more like yourself," 

" Yes, it was a very unsuccessful attempt," said Edmund, 
again laughing at himself, " and I am very glad it is over ; 
for I have been obliged to be the high and mighty guardian 
all this time, amd I am very tired of it; " and ho yawned. 

"Then you don't like them any better than I do," re- 
peated Marian, in a tone of heartfelt satisfaction. 

"Stop, stop, stop; don't think that cousin Kdmund 
means to give you leave to begin hating them." 

" Hating them ? no 1 but now you will tell mo what 
I ought to do, since there is no possibility of getting away 
from them," 

" Ko, there is no possibility," said Edmund, considering ; 
" I could not ask the Murchmonts again, though they did 
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make the offer in tlie first fulness of their liearta Eoaides, 
there are obj t I h Id t f 1 t fi d t t t jou 

to so giddj 1 I S 1 N M t ot be 

helped; so It mt dtd It theso 

same Lyddell 

" Well, th why t th t w d n t d 3 tte ? I 
know there f It my d fc t wh t ih f nits on 
theirs ? " 

" Marian, I believe the fault to be that they do not look 
beyond this present life," said Edmund, in a grave, low tone. 
Marian thought a little while, and then said, " Caroline 
does, but I see what you mean with the others," 

" Then your conduct should he a witness of your better 
principles," said Edmund. " You may stand on very high 
ground, and it entirely depends on yourself whether you 
maintain that position, or sink down to their level" 

"0, but that is awfall" cried Marian; and then in a 
tone of still greater dismay, "and Gerald? 0, Edmund, 
what is to become of him ? " 

" I must trust him to you, Mariau," 
" To me ! " 

" Yoii Lave great influence over him, and that, i-ightly 
used, may be his safeguard. Many a man has owed 
everything to a sister's influence." Then, as Marian's eye 
glistened with somewhat of tender joy and yet of fear, he 
went on, " But take care ; if you deteriorate, he will be ia 
great danger; and, on the other hand, beware of obstinacy 
and rigidity in trifles — ^you know what I mean — ^which might 
make goodness distasteful to him." 

" O, worse and worse, Edmund ! What is to be done ? 
If I can do him so much harm, I know I ean do him very 
little good; and what will it be whea he is older, and will 
depond less on what I aay ? " 

" He will always depend more on what jou do than oa 
what JOU say." 

" But what can I do? all the schoolboy temptations that 
I know nothing about. And Elliot — 0, Edmund 1 think of 
Elliot, and say if it is not dreadful that Mr. Lyddell should 
have the management of our own Gerald ? Papa never could 
have known — " 

" I think, while be is still so young, that there is not 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



84 THE T 

mucK harm to be apprehended from that quarter," eaid Ed- 
mund; "afterwards, I believe I may promise you tliat he 
shall not bo left entirely to Oatworthy training." 

" And," said Marian, " could you not mako him promise 
to keep away fi:«m the stables? Thoso men — and tlieir 
language — could you not, Edmund ? " 

" I could, Wt I would Dot," said Edmund. " I had 
rather that, if he transgresses, he should not break his word 
as well as run into temptation. There is no such moral 
crime in going down to the stables, as should make us willing 
to ohlige him to take a vow against it," 

" Would it not keep him out of temptation ? " 

" Only by substituting another temptation," said Ed- 
mund, " No, Marian; a boy must be governed by princi- 
ples, and not by promises." 

"Principles — people are always talking of them, but I 
don't half understand what they are," said Marian. 

" The Creed and the Ten Commandments are what I ealJ 
principles," said Edmund. 

" But those are promises, Edmund." 

" You are right, Maaian; but they are not promises to 

"I could do better if I had any one to watch me, or care 
about me," said Marian. 

Edmund's face was full of sadness. " We — I mean you, 
ai'e alone indeed, Marian ; but, depend upon it, it is for the 
best. We might be tempted not to look high enough, and 
you have to take heed to yourself for Gerald's sake." 

" 1 do just sometimes feel as I ought," said Marian ; 
"but it is by fits and starts. 0, Edmund, I would give 
anything that you were not going." 

" It is too late bow," said Edmund, " jmd fiero aro 
many reasons which oonvinee me that I ought not to ez- 
ehange. In a year or two, when I have my promotion, I 
hope to return, and then, Marian, I shall find you a finished 
young lady." 

Marian shuddered. 

" Poor ohild," said Edmund, laughing. 

" And you are going home," said Marian, enviously. 

" Home, yes," said Edmund, in a tone which seemed as 
if he did not think himself an object of envy. 
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"Yes, the Mils and woods," said Marian, "aud tlie 
IV^ortloys." 

" Yea, I am very glad to go," said Edmund. " Cer- 
tainly eveu. the being hackneyed cannot spoil the beauty or 
the force of those lines of Gray's." 

"What, you mean, 'Ahl happy hills; ah I pleasing 
shade ? ' " 

" Tes," said Edmund, sighing and musing for some 
minutes before he again spoke, and then it was very 
earnestly. " Marian, yoa mnst not go wrong, Gerald must 

not — with such parents as yours ." Marian did not 

answer, for she could not ; and presently he added, " It does 
seem strange that such care as my uncle's should heve been 
given to me, and then his own boy left thus. But, fijarian, 
you must watch him, you must guard him. If you are in 
real difficulty or doubt how to aet, yott have the Wortleys; 
and if you see anything about which you are seriously uneasy 
with regard to him, write to me, and I will do my utmost, 
little as that is." 

" Tes, yes, I am glad to be sure of it," said Marian. 

" Well, I am glad to have had this talk," said Edmund. 
" I did you injustice, Marian; you are fit to be treated as a 
friend: but you must forgive me, for it cost me a good deal 
to try to be wise with you." 

" I think you have seemed much wiser since you loft it 
off," said Marian. " Somehow, though I was glad to hoar 
you, it did not comfort me or set me to rights before," 

Edmund and Marian could have gone on for hours 
longer, but it was already quite dark ; and the sound of 
Elliot's whistle approaching warned them that one was 
coming who would little understand their friendship, — why 
the soldier should loiter with the little girl, or why the young 
girl should cling to tie side of her elder couain. They went 
in-doors, and hastened different ways; they saw each other 
again, but only in full assembly of the rest of the family. 
And at last, soon after breakfast the next morning, Marian 
stood in the hall, watching Edmund drive from the door; 
and while her face was cold, pale, and still as ever, her heai-t 
throbbed violently, and her tJiroat felt as if she was ready to 
choke. She heard of him at Eera Torr, she heard of Lim at 
Portsmouth, she Jieard of his embarkation; and many and 
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many a lonely moment was filled up with tears of storm and 
tempest, of fever and climatej of the lion and of the Oafflre 



CHAPTER VH 






And so Edmund was gone I But he had } 
Marian a, purpose and an object, which gave her a spirit to 
try hard and feci out a way for herself in this confused 
tangle of a world around her. She was happier, though 
perhaps more anxious ; for now it waa not mere vague dis- 
like and discontent, but a clearer perception both of the 
temptations around aad of the battle required of her. 

In January the whole family went to London, the ohjeot 
of many of Marian's terrors, Caroline and Clara were both 
sorr;^ to go, and the boys lamented exceedingly ; Lionel say- 
ing it was very hard that the last two months before his 
gomg to school should be spent boxed up there, with nothing 
to do. Indeed the life of the schoolroom party was hero 
more monotonous than that at Oalcworthy; for besides the 
constant regularity of lessons, there was now no variety in 
the walks ; they only paced round the scLuare, or on fine days 
went as far as the park. 

And then there were the masters ! Marian was in a 
stat« of great fear, under the anticipation of her first lessons 
from them ; but the reality proved much better than she had 
expected. To be sure, she disliked the dancing with a!! her 
heart, and made no gi-eat figure in music ; but people were 
patient with her, and that waB a great comfort ; and then sho 
thoroughly liked and enjoyed the lessons in languages and in 
drawing. There were further advantages in the London life, 
upon which she had not calculated, for here she was nobody, 
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leaa noticed ttan Caroline, seldom summoneil to aee visitors, 
and, when alio went into the drawing-room, allowed to remaiu 
in the baek-ffl-ound as muoli as she pleased: so that, though 
her eye pined for green treea and purple hills, and her ear 
was wearied with the never-ceasing sound of wheels, London 
80 far exceeded her expectations, that sho wrote to Agnes, 
that, " if there wero no smoko, and do fog, and no streets, 
and no people, there would he no great harm in it, especially 
if there was anything for the hoys to do," 

The boys were certainly to he pitied; in a house smaller 
than Oakworthy, and without tho occupations out of doors to 
which they had been accustomed, edicts of silence were more 
ineffectual than ever, and yawns became painfully frequent. 
Every one's temper fell into aa uncomfortable state of an- 
noyance and irritation ; Miss Morley, instead of her usual 
quiet, piteous way of reproving, was fretful ; Caroline was 
sharp ; Clara sometimes rnde like the toys, sometimes cross 
with them; even Marian was now and then tormented into a 
loss of temper, when there was no obtainmg the quiet which 
she, more than the others, needed in order to learn a 
lesson properly. Each di^y Lionel grew more unruly, chiefly 
from the want of occupation, leading the other two along 
with him ; and each day the female portion of the party grew 
more inclined to fretfulness, as they felt their own help- 
lessness. It even came to consultations between Miss Mor- 
ley and Caroline whether they must not really tell of the 
boys: but the evil day was always put off till " nest time," 

Gerald was riotous when Lionel and John niado him so, 
but not often on his own account; and he hadmore resources 
of his own than they had. His drawing was a great amuse- 
ment to him, thongh ratlier in a perverse way ; for he would 
not be induced to take lessons of tho master, seldom drew at 
the right time, or in tho right place, and frequently in the 

"I never can learn except when I am drawing," he said, 
and his slate was often so filled with designs, that the sums 
were jostled into the narrowest possible space, while his 
Latin grammar was similarly adorned, There sat the Muse 
in full fceauty, enthroned upon Parnassus, close to f/itisa 
musce ; magister had a wig, and dominus a great rod ; 
while the extraordinary physiognomies round fades faciei 
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would have been wortly of any collection of caiicatures 
Moreover the illustrations of tlie verb (wno commemorate cl 
tlio gentleman wlio was married on Sunday, killed hia wife 
on Wednesday, and at the preter-plupevfeet tense was tanged 
on Saturday, Other deviceB wero scattered along the mar- 
gin, and peopod out of every nook — old men's heads, dogs, 
hantera, knighta, omnihusea ; andthehahit of drawing so grew 
upon him, that when he was going to read any hook wliere 
scribbling was insufferable, Marian generally took the pre- 
caution of putting all ponoila out of reach. 

She often warned him to take care of tk^ school-room 
Atlas ; bat, incited by Lionel, he could not reaist the tempta- 
tion of putting a pipe in the mouth of tho Britannia who sat 
in a comer of the map of England, This pipe she carefully 
rubbed out, but not till it had recoived from tke others a sort 
of applause which he took aa encouragement to repeat the of- 
fence ; and when nest Marian looked at Britannia, she found 
the pipe restored, and a cooked hat on the lion's head. 
Again there was much merriment ; and though Miss Morley, 
more than once, told Gerald this would never do, and he 
really mast not, she eon!d not help laughing so much, that 
he Eerer quite believed her to bo in earnest, and proceeded 
to people the world with inhabitants by no means propor- 
tioned to the size of their countries, John-o'-Groat and liis 
seyen brothers took possession of their houae, Turks paraded 
in the Mediterranean, and in the large empty space in the 
heart of Africa, Baron Munehansen caused the lion to leap 
down the crocodile's fliroat. 

It was about thia time that Marian was one day sum- 
moned to the drawing-room at an unusual time, and found Mr. 
and Mrs. Lyddell both there looking exceedingly gi-acious. 
" Here ia a present for you, Marian," said the former, putting 
into her hands a large thin parcel. 

" For me ! thank you I " said Maxian, too much sur- 
prised and embarrassed to make much of her thanks ; nor 
did her wonder diminish as, unfolding tke paper, she beheld 
a blue watered silk binding, richly embo^ed, with the title 
of " The Wreath of Beauty," and Boon there lay before her, 
in ail the smoothness of India paper and mezzotint, a por- 
tiait, beneath ivhioh she read the name of Selina, Viscountess 
5J,M-i,hmfiul. 
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" Salina ! " ropeatod slie, iu tlie extremity of licr atnaze- 

" Yes," said Mr. Lyddell, resting there in espcctatioa of 
renewed and eager acknowledgements ; but all he received 
was this — " Can that he Selina? " 

" It is said to be ti very good likeness," said Mrs. Lyd- 
dell. 

" ! " cried Marian, and there she checied herself. 

" Mr. Lyddell was quite struck with the resemblance to 
you," added Mrs. Lyddell. 

The astonishment of Marian's glance was greater than 
ever, bat here she bethought herself that Mr. Lyddell had 
intended to give her great pleasure, and that she was very 
ungrateful ; whereupon the room seemed to swim roiind with 
her in her embarrasament, and with a great effort she stam- 
mered out something about hia being very kind, and her 
being very much obliged to him; and then, perceiving that 
she ought to add more, in order to satisfy that judge of 
politeness, Mrs. Lyddell, she said that it was a long time 
since she had seen Lady Marchniont, and that she ooiild not 
SO well judge of the likeness; and then she bore it away 
to sigh and wonder over it nnreatrainedly with (rerald 

No wonder the Lyddells were surprised, for Lady March 
mont'a portrait waa incomparably the moat beautiful m the 
book; flie classical regularity of the features, the perftct 
form of nose and chin, the lovely lip and the undulating 
line of the hair, all were exquisite; the turn of the lonj, 
neet, the pose of the tall graceful figure and the simpli, elc 
gance of the dress, were such as to call foi gieit ^dmn ^fioo 
But all that Marian saw waa an affectation m that twi^tcl 
position, — a straining round of the cyei and a 1 rad of de 
termination at archness of expression in the mouth Wht c 
waa the merry, artless, sweet-looking Sclma she remem- 
bered, whoso yet unformed though vei-y pretty features had 
faded from her memory, and left only the lively, good- 
natured expression which here she sought in vain ? 

" Selina, Selina, can you be like thia ? " exclaimed 
she ; " and to think of their saying I am like it ! I am sure 
I hope one is as true as the other." 

Gerald drew his face into a horrible carlcatirrc of the 
expression in the portrait, and set his sister laughing. 
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" I hope I shall never see her if tiin has grown lite it/ 
said she, sighing. 

" I ^ouid tako the stick to her if she was," said Gerald. 

" I am afraid it must be too trae," said Marian, " or sho 
would never allow herself to be posted up in this absurd 
way. I wonder Lord Marchmont allows it I " 

" I'll tell you, Marian," said the sympathising Gerald, 
" if I had ten beauties for my wife — " 

" Ten beauties I 0, Gerald ! " 

"Well, one ten times as beautiful as Selina, I mean; I 
would cure her of vanity well; for I would tell her that, if 
she chose to have her picture drawn in this Book of Beauty, 
it should only be with a ring through her nose, and two stars 
tattooed on her cheeks." 

"And a very good plan too," said Marian, laueliing ; 
" but I am afraid poor Selina cannot be in such good hands. 
See, here are the impertinent people writing verses about 
her, as if they had any business to ask her what she is think- 
ing about. Listen, Gerald ; did you ever hear such stuff? " 

" lady, why that radiant emile, 

Matching with that pensive brow, 
Tike Eunbeams on some moimtain pile 
Glowing on solemn heighfs of enow ! 

" Lady, why that glanoe of thought, 
Joined to iiat uroli lip of mirth. 
Like shade byfleeoy cloudlet brought 
Over some paradise of earth I 
" Yes, thoil may'at smile, the world for thee 
Is openirg all ita fairest bowers ; 
Tet in that earnest face I see 
These may not claim, thy dearest hours, 
" Bat for tby brow, thy smile we deem 
The gladsome mirtJl of fairy sprite ; 
But for thy smile, thy mien would seem 
Some angel's from the world of light. 
" Yet langhing lip and thonghtful brow 
Are depths and gleams of mortal life; 
Angel and fay, of us art thou, 
Thou art a woman and a wife I " 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



91 

HeiM! Garolino and Clara came hastily in, eager to see 
the portrait and read the verses, and very far were they from 
being able to imagine why she did not like the portrait. 
Caroline owned that there might be a little affectation, but 
she thought the beauty very c))iiai5erable ; and as to Clara, 
she was in raptures, saying she never did see aJiy one half 
so lovely. And as to the verses, they were the sweetest 
things she ever read ; and she carried them off to show to 
Miss Morley, who fully sympathised with her, Marian 
found no one to share her opinion but Gerald and Lionel, 
and their crticisras were unsparingly extended to Lady 
Marehmont's features, as well as her expression, " Such 
minciug lips ! such untidy hair 1 Hollo ! who has given her 
ft black eye ? " till they had not left her a single beauty. 

Marian hoped the subject was quite forgotten, when elie 
had hidden away the book under all her others : but the 
next time there was a dinner-party, Mrs. LyddcU desired 
her to fetch it, to show to some one who knew Lady Mareh- 
mont. She took it up stairs again as soon as she could, but 
again and again was she obliged to bring it, and condemned 
to hear it talked over and admired. One day when she was 
going wearily and reluctantly up stairs, she was airested by 
a call from Lionel, who was creeping up outside the balus- 
ters in a fashion which had no reoommendation but its ex- 
treme difficulty and danger, 

" Eh, Marian, what, going after beauty again ? " 

" I wish it was Beauty and the Beast," said Marian, dis- 
consolately. " There are different tastes in tlie world, that 
is certain; but don't break that neck of, yours, Lionel." 

Lionel replied by letting go with one hand and brandish- 
ing that and his foot over the ^iddy space below. Maiian 
frowned and squeezed tip her lips, but did not speak till it 
pleased him to draw himself in again, and throw himself 
over the balusters before her, saying, " That is a reward for 
you, Marian; Clara would have screeched." 

The next time Marian was desired to fetch the book, it 
was for a morning visitor, — a broad, stately, pompous old 
lady, who had had the pleasure of meeting Lady Marehmont, 
and thought Miss Amndel very like her. 

" Are you going after beauty ? " said Lionel, again meet- 
ing Marian on tlie stairs. 
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" Yes" said Hariar, with a sigli, 

"Well, I hope she will he pleased, ihat'a all," said 
Lionel. 

Marian thought there waa a meaning in this speech, but 
she was in haste, and without considering it, ran down stairs 
again. As she was opening the drawing-room door, she saw 
Gerald on the top of the stairs, calling to her, " Marian, 



have you that book ? 


0, wait— 


" 






" I caaiaot come n 


ow, Gerald," 


said she, entering tlie 




and shutting the door after her. 


She laid the book on tlic 


tahle, and the page t 


fas opened. 








" beautiful ! " 


exclaimed the old lady. " 


■ How csact 


a likeness!" 










" Why, Marian 1 


" broke involuntarily from 


Mrs. 


Lyd- 



dell, and Marian, looting at the print, could, in spite of her 
dismay, hardly keep feom laughing ; for the elegant Lady 
Marcnmoat now appeared decorated with a huge pair of 
mustachios, an elaborate jewelled ring in the nose, and n 
wavy star on each cheek, and in the middle of the forehead ; 
while over the . balustrade on which she waa leaning there 
peeped a monster with grotesque eyea, a pair of twisted 
horns, a parrot's beak, vulture's claws, and a scaly tail 
stretching away in complicated spires far into the distance. 
No one could for a moment doubt that this was Gerald'a 
work, and Marian felt sure that he had been thereto incited 
by Lionel. Extreme was her consternation at the thought 
of the displeasure which he had incurred; but in the mean 
time there was something very amusing in the sight of the 
old lady begimiing to perceive that something was wrong, 
and yet not able to mate it out, and not choosing to own her 
difficulties. Mra. Lyddell, though vexed and angry, carried 
it off very well. " Ah I some mischief of the boys," said 
she, decidedly. " I am afraid it is not fit to be seen." And 
ao saying, she closed the boot, and changed the eonver- 
aation. 

As soon as the visitor had taken leave, the scone was 
changed ; Mrs. Lyddell walked hastily to the table, threw 
open the book, and began to examine into the degree of 
damage it had suffered. " I anpposo you know nothing of 
this, Marian ? " said she, surveying her with one of her 
ijuickest and most formidable glances. 
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" no," saiil Marian; " I am f^ure I am very boitj," 

"Well, I must inquire about it," said Mrs. Lyddell, 
taiing up tte book, and hastening towards the school-room, 
followed by poor Marian, trembling with all her heart for 
her brother, and somewhat for Lionel, even though she 
oould not help being angry with him for having got G-erald 
into such a scrape. 

There stood the boys, looking partly exulting, partly 
frightened; Lionel a little more of the firat, Gerald a little 
more of the second ; for this was Gerald's first desperate 
piece of mischief, whereas Lionel had survived many such. 
Besides, Gerald's handiwork was too evident to be mistaken, 
while his companion's part in the folly could be known to no 
one ; and though it might be guessed at by Marian, Lionel 
thought she might be trusted. 

The boot was spread upon the table, and the expressions 
of horror from the three ladies of tho school-room were as 
strong as could reasonably be expected. 

"Indeed," pleaded Miss Morley, in her deplorable tone, 
" I am continually ordering Sir Gerald not to scribble in 
books, but he never will obey." 

" That is not true ! " cried Gerald, in a loud, startling 

" Gerald," said Mrs. Lyddell, " that is no proper manner 
of speaking ; you have behaved very ill already — J3o not add 
to your fault. Before any more is said, beg Miss Morley's 

There was a silence, and she repeated, " I desire that 

you will ask Miss Morley's pardon directly still silent ? 

what is the meaning of this ? " 

Gerald stood bolt upright, and very rigid ; poor Marian 
glancing appealingly, first at ham, then at Mrs. Lyddell, then 
at Miss Morley, ^1 equally without effect. She saw it all — 
that he might have Been brought to own that he had done 
wrong about this individual case ; but that the sweeping 
accusation of disobeying orders, which, as they all knew, 
were never given with anything like decision, had roused a 
proud, determined sense of injustice, and that he was ready 
to suffer anything rather than apologise. She was wild to 
speak, to do something; yet what could she attempt? 

Mrs. Lyddell would not begin upon the boolc- scribbling 
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subject till elie had oomjuered tlie spirit of defiance!, and 
continued to insist on his begging Miss Morley's pardon; 
but the more she ordered, the more determined he grew. 
There he stood his proud, dark eye fixed on a picture on the 
wall, Ilia lip tailed with a sort ot disdain, and an expression 
in his whole motionless figure that, had hia cause but been 
good, would hive been resolution, whereas it now was only 
indomitable Bt,lf will and pride 

At any rate, it was an expreb'ion that showed that he 
was not to be conr^ucied by woman, though te might have 
been won over by her and Mrs Lyddell had tact enough to 
give up the battle without owning herself defeated, and 
without further discussion said, " Go to your own room, 
Gerald; I shall give you time to reflect and get the better 
of your obstinacy. You may come here again when you arc 
ready to ask Miss Morley to forgive you for your very im- 
proper conduct towards her." 

Without turaing to the right or left, — without one look 
towards his sister, Gerald walked out of the room, and even 
shut the door after him gently. Poor Marian, who could 
guess all that she felt ? 

"This is very extraordinary," said. Mrs. Lyddell, "so 
well-behaved a boy as he is in general." 

" Ah ! boys of his age always get quite beyond ladies' 
management," said Miss Morley. 

"Such determined obstinacy I " said Mrs. Lyddell. 

" Perhaps he did not understand you," said Marian, un- 
able to keep from paying something, though she could not ia 
her agitation think of anything to the purpose. 

"Understand? that is nonsense, Marian. What was 
there to understand ? He spoke very improperly, and I de- 
sire him to apologise ; and if he ia obstinate, it is very wrong 
of you to defend him." 

Marian was silenced, though her heart was swelling and 
her temples throbbing. In another minute Mrs. Lyddell 
WM summoned to some more company, and Marian had 
nothing worse to hear than her companions' commiseration 
for the book, and declarations that India rubber would do 
it no good. 

The afternoon passed away, and notliing was heard of 
liGrald ; indeed, Blarian understood him well enough to es- 
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pect that nothing would be heai-cl. As slie was on her way 
to her own room, looking wistfully at his door, Lionel over- 
toot her; and thumping her hard on the hack, exclaimed, 
" Isn't it a jolly beast, Marian ? " 

" 0, Lionel, it was very naughty of you. How could you 
make Gerald behave so ill ? " 

" Never mind, Marian, he will get out of it soon enough. 
Gome, don't be savage ; we did it 5l for your good." 

" My good 1 how can you talk such nonsense V " 

" Why, I'll bet you anything you like, that mamma will 
never be for having the little bcastic down to sJiow the com- 

Marian half smiled ; it was pleasant to find that, towards 
her at least, the boys' intention had been anything but un- 
kind, but still she hardly knew how to be plaoable with Lio- 
nel when he had led her brother into mischief, and then left 
him to bear all the blame. 

" It was very wrong," she repeated. 

" Come, don't be cross, Marian. You don't mean that 
you really cared for that trumpery picture ? " 

" I did not care for it so much," said s!ie, " but it was a 
valuable book, and it was very kind of your papa to give it 
to mo, eo I was sorry to have it spoilt." 

" Won't it rub out?" said Lionel. 

" No, of course not." 

" I thought pencil always did." 

" And then, Lionel, why could you not have thought what 
disgrace you were leading G-erald into ? " 

"You don't think, Marian, I waa going to be shabby 
enough to leave Gerald alone in the scrape? Mo, if I do, 
I'll give you leave to tell of me or do whatever you please ; 
but you see now he is not in disgrace for drawing that pretty 
little beast, but for giving poor unfortunate a bit of his mind, 
ao what use would tiiere be in my putting my neck into the 
noose before my time ? No, if Gerald is the fellow I take 
him for, and stands out about begging her pardon, the whole 
business of the book will blow over, and we shall hear no 
more of it." 

Marian shook her head. " 0, Lionel, if you would only 
think whether a thing is right before you do it ! " 

"How can you wish me to be so stupid, Marian?" 
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" I am sure, Lionel, the fmmieat, merriest people that I 
know, think most about what is right." 

" Well, that may do in Devonshire perhaps," said Lionel, 
stretching himself, " but it won't here except with you. la- 
deed there ia nobody else that I know of that does mate such 
a fuss about right and wrong, except Walter, and he hasn't 
got an atom of fun to bless himself with." 

" But, Lionel, what good will all the fun in the world do 
ua when we come to die?" said Marian, whispering. 

The hoy looked full at her, but would not show that ho 
felt any force in her words. " I don't mean to die just yet," 
he said, and by way of escaping from the subject he mounted 
on the balustei-s, and was sliding down as he had often done 
before, when by some hitoh or some slip he lost his balance, 
and slid down without the power to stop himself. Marian 
thought hira gone, and with suspended breath stood, in an 
agony of horror, listening for his fell on the stones of the 
hall far beneath; hut the next moment she saw that he had 
been stop|>ed by the turn of the staircase, and the instinct 
of self-preservation had made him cling fast to the rail with 
both hands, though he was unable to recover his footing on 
the narrow ledge of the steps heyoad it. She did not scream 
or'call, she ran down to tne landing place — how she did it 
she knew not — hut she threw her arms round him and suc- 
ceeded in lifting and dragging him over the rail, which was 
not very high, till he stood on the safe side of the balusters. 
Her heart beat, her head swam, and she was obliged to sit 
down on the step and pant for breath: Lionel leant against 
the wall, for his nerve was not restored for a moment or two, 
after his really frightful periL Not a word was spoken, and 
perhaps it was better that none should pass between them, 
Mr. Lyddell's step was heard ascending, and they both hur- 
ried away as fast as they could. 

No one was told of the adventure, it was not Marian's 

Sart to speak of it, if indeed she could have done so, and it 
id not appear that Lionel chose to mention it. Perhaps it 
was that he did not like to enter upon it seriously, and it 
had been too much of an answer to his light speech to be 
made a laughing matter. At any rate he was silent, and 
Marian was very glad of it. 

BIr. Lyddcll was coming up to visit the prisoner and try 
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if he eould hrmg him to reason, but it sooa transpired that 
all liis attempts had been in vain, even thougli lie oame to a 
tliveat that unless Gerald made his aubmisaioa before the 
next day was at an end, he should be sent to school with 
Lionel at the end of another fortnight. 

Marian's distress increased, she "was equally wretched at 
her brother's increasing misbehaviour and at its punishmeat. 
It was provoking to see Johnny walking about in all the gran- 
deur and self-cousequeuce of being quite out of the scrape, 
and evidently rajoioing that Gerald was in it; it was provok- 
ing to hear Miss Morley and the girls wondering, even 
Saunders' pity was provoking, and there was nothing that 
gave her the least comfort but the perception that Lionel was 
certainly graver and more subdued. 

She was allowed to go to her brother for a little while 
that evening, with some hope that she might prevail witJi 
him. She found him leaning against the window in the fail- 
ing light, listlessly watching the horses and grooms in the 
mews, which his high window overlooked. He turned his 
head as she oame in, bat without speaking, and then looked 
back at the window, till she came up to him, put her arm 
round his neck and turned bis face towards her. It was a 
sullen, dogged countenance, such as she had seldom or never 
seen him wear before. 

" Gerald, dear Gerald, what is the meaning of this ? You 
never used to behave so ? " 

" I never was served so before," muttered he, 

" You have drawn it on yourself. Why will you not 
submit and ask her pardon ? " 

" What should I ask pardon for ? I said nothing but tlie 

" How can you say so, Gerald ? Did you not know that 

Sou ought not to scribble in books? Can you say that Miss 
lorley has not often spoken to you about the Atlas 1 " 
" If you call ' Sir Gerald ! ' and ' you sad boy,' de- 
siring me in a rational way, I don't," said Gerald, imitating 
the tones, " laughing and letting me go on ; I thought she 
liked it." 

" Now seriously, Gerald." 

" Well, I mean that she did not care. If people t«Il me 
ft thing they should make me mind tjiem." 
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" You should mind without heiag made, Gei-ald. 

" I would if I thought them in: earnest. But now, Marian, 
was it not a horrid shame of hor to speak just as if I had been 
always disobeying her oa purpose, making Mrs, Ljddell go 
into a i-age with me for what was entirely her own fault? " 

" No, no, Gerald, you cannot say it was her fault that you 
spoilt the picture." 

" I think she ought to beg my pardon for telling such 
stories about me," repeated Gerald sullenly. 

" Eecollect yourself, Gerald, yoatnow she meant that she 
had put you in mind that you ought not ; and don't yon think 
that, true or not, your speech was very rude ? " 

" If I was to beg her pardon it would mean that she 
spoke the truth, which she did not, for she never took any 
pains to prevent me from drawing ia t!ie map-book, or any 
where else." 

" It would not mean any sucli thing if you were to say, 
' Misa Morley, I misunderstood you, and I am sorry I was 
so rude.' I am sure you must be sorry for that, for it was 
not at at! like a gentleman. Will you come and say so ? " 

"You're like. the rest," mumbled Gerald, turning his 
back upon her, and sitting lite a stock. 

'( Don't you think it would be tho best way ? Would it 
not make you happier ? what is the use of being obsti- 
nate and disobedient? Think of going to school in disgrace. 
! Gerald, Gerald, what is to be done ? " 

Still she spoke with earnest pauses and anxious looks, 
but without the least effect, and at last she said, " Well, 
Gerald, I must go, and very much grieved I am. How 
would dear mamma like to see her little boy goLug on in this 

She went to the door and looked back again there, and 
beheld Gerald, with his hands over his face, striving to sup- 
press a burst of sobbing. She sprung to him, and would 
have thrown her arms round hia neck, but he pushed her off 
roughly, and with strong effort, drove baek the tears, and 
put on an iron face again. Again slie entreated, but he 
would not open his lips or give tie least sign of listening, or 
of attending to any persuasion, and she was obliged to leave 
him at last without hope of subduing his obstinacy. How 
far he was now from being the gentle, good child that he 
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OEOe had been ! and by whose fault was it ? Her spirit burned 
with indignatioE against those ■wlio, as sbe tbought, had 
worked tne change, and I where was tho influence from 
which Edmund hoped so nmob ? 

The next day was long and miaerable, for Gerald gave 
no sign of yielding, but remained shut up in his room, main- 
taining an absolute silence, when, at differeiit times, Mrs. 
Lyddell went to visit him, and assure him that Mr. Lyddell 
was fised in his determination to send him to school if he 
did not yield before the time of grace was up. 

Tho time of grace was at an end the next morning, and 
at nine o'clock, Gerald was summoned to the dining-room, 
where Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell were at breakfast. He wanted 
to carry it oif with a high hand, but his long day of soli- 
tude had dulled him, and he looked pale and weary, 

" Gerald," said Mrs. Lyddell, " I am sorry you have so 
persisted in your misbehaviour as to oblige us to punish you, 
as we threatened to do. Are you now willing to own tliat 
you did wrong?" 

"I ought not to have spoilt the book," said Gerald 
boldly, " and I was rude to Miss Morley." 

" There ia a brave boy," said Mr. Lyddell, very much 
relieved, "Well, Gerald, I am glad you have given in at 
last; I hate obstinacy, as I told you yesterday .cut that is 
over, and we will say no more abotit it; only you know we 
told you that you should be sent to SLhool, xad wo must 
keep our word." 

" Yesj" said Gerald, trying not to let a musi k of hia 
face relax; though now the die was cist, his consternation 
at the thought of Bohbol was considerable 

" "Well, you may go," said Mr, Lyddell, " and remem- 
ber that obstinacy must be got out ot a boy some way or 

Gerald went, and soon entered the schoolroom, where he 
walked up to Miss Morloy, saying, " I am soiry I was lude 
to you the day before yesterday." 

" Ah ! Sir Gerald, I was sui-o ydur better sense — ^your 
generous spirit — but I hope your submission — I hope Mr 
Lyddell forgives — overlooks — " 

" I am to go to school when Lionel does, if that is what 
you mean," replied Gerald, and then he came up to his sis- 
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tor, aad lookect earnestly, yet i^tli an inc[uiring sliynees into 
her face. Marian might have been Lopeful, for his manner 
stowed that it was for her opinion that he really cared; but 
she waa sad and unhappy at seeing his pride still so far from 
being subdued, and though her heart yearned towards him, 
abe shook her head and looked coldly away from him to her 
book. 

Q-erald was chilled and went hack to Lionel, who had 
plenty of ready sympathy for him ; a story half caught from 
his mamma'a report, half guessed at, that the old lady had 
looked full at the beast's curW tail, and had said she had 
never seen anything so like Lady Marohjnont ; the asser- 
tion of his own certainty that Uerald would never give in 
nor own that poor unfortunate had spoken the tnifls, and 
Gerald felt triinnphant, as if his self-will had been some- 
thing heroio, and his imprisonment and going to school a 
martyrdom. It did not last, Gerald's nature waa gentle and 
retiring; he dreaded strangers, and his heart sank when he 
thought of school. He wanted his sister to comfort him, 
but he would soon be out of her reach. No Marian — al! 
boys — all strange, and there was no help for it now. Ger- 
ald rested his forehead against the window and gulped down 
rising tears. But when he found himself on the point of 
being left alone with Marian, his pride rose, and ie would 
not confess that he had been wrong or that he waa unhappy, 
so he ran down stairs to find the other boys and to get out 
of her way. 

So it went on, Marian was very unhappy at this loss of his 
confidence ; but the more she attempted to talk to him, the 
more he avoided her, being resolved not to show how great 
his dislike and dread of school was. 

" Gerald," said Lionel, the last day before they were to 
go, " I have been thinking I should like to give Marian 
■ead of that book." 

" So should I," said Gerald, delighted with the idea, for 
ne waa feeling all the time that he was vexing hia sister, and 
wishing to do somethhig by way of compensation. 

" 1 did not mean you," said Lionel, " for it for you 

would never have been sharp enough to think of the beast 
for yourself. I only told you because you could tell mo 
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what ste would like Ijest. Papa lias just given me a sov- 
ereign." 

" He haa given me anotlier," Kaid Gerald, "and we will 
put them together, and do it iandsomely." 

'" Well, what stall it he ? Not that stupid hook over 

" no, no, she baa had enough of that already, and there 
are plenty of otlier hooka that she wants," 

" No, don't let it be a hook," said Lionel; "I can't 
think how anybody can like readisg, when they can help it." 

" Well, I do like some reading, when it is a shipwreck, 
or a famous bloody battle," said Gerald. 

" Yes, but then it makea one's eyes acho so." 

"It does not mine." 



when you read by candle light ? " 

" No," said Gerald. " How funny that is, Lionel. Eat 
I'll tell yon what, we will get Walter to take us out, and we 
shall be sure to see something famous, in Bome shop-window 
or other." 

Walter was at home for the Easter vacation, and under 
his protection the boys were allowed to go out. Very pa- 
tient he was, and wisely did he give his counsel in the im- 
portant choice which, if left to the boys themselves, might 
probably have been really something famous. Marian would 
have been grateful to him, had slie known all that he averted 
from her, a stuffed fos, an immense pebble brooch, a pair of 
slippers covered with sportive demons. At every rfiop which 
fiiraished guns, knives, or fishing tackle, they stopped and 
lamented that she was not a boy, there waa nothing in the 
world fit for girls; they tried a bazaar, and pronounced 
everything trumpery, and Walter was begijiaing to get into 
despair, mmn at last Lionel came to a stop before a print 
shop, calling out, " HoUo, Gerald, here's Beauty and the 
Beast itself!" 

It was the beautiful engraving from Raphael's picture of 

Saint Margaret in meekness treadina; 
Upon the dragon 'nonfi her spreading. 

And Walter, rejoicing that their choice was likely to f:ill on 
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aEyttmg wliicli a young lady might be so glad to poaaesa, 
conducted tliem into the shop, and gave all the desired 
assistance in effecting the purchase. It was a fine impres- 
sion, and the price was bo high as to leave the boys' finances 
at rather a low ebb ; but "Walter, in bis secret soul, thought 
this by no means to be regretted, since it was much better 
for them that it should be generously spent at once in this 
manner, than that it should be frittered away in the unac- 
countable and vaia manner in which, he had usually seen 
schoolboys' money wasted. 

So S. Margaret waa bought and rolled up, and so afraid 
were the boya that she should not be rightly sent home, that 
they insisted on carrying her tiiemaelves, and almost quar- 
relled as to whiek should have the first turn. 

Marian, on coming into her room, found botli the boys 
on the top of the chest of drawers, trying to pin the print 
up against the wall, and though her arrival caused them 
some discomfiture, it was on the wKole a fortunate ciicum- 
stanoe, since it saved the corners from extensive damage. 

" Lionel ! Gerald I how beautiful I how very nice ! 
What a lovely face I la it really for mo ? How I do thank 
you, but I am afraid you have spent all your money." 

" It is a better Beauty and the Boast than tho old one," 
said Gerald, " Isn't it, Marian ? " 

"A better beauty, but not a better beast," said Lionel. 

" It is very beautiful indeed," said Marian ; " I shall get 
a frame for it, and it will always put me in mind of you 
both." 

" Yea, you will always think of me when you look at the 
beauty," said Lionel, " and of Gerald when you look at tho 
beast." 

" S. Margaret and the dragon 1 I wish I knew the sto- 
ry," said Marian • " but I suppose it is an allegory like that 
of S. George. How good and innocent she looks 1 Yes, 
see, Gerald, she is walking puro and white througb the 
park forest, and conquering the dragon. You see the palm 
m the hand for victory. So innocent and so fearless." 

" I thought it would be one of those funny Roman Cath- 
olic stories, like what Caroline was reading one day," said 

" I don't like making fun of those," said Marian. " They 
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often mean a great deal, if you don't langb at them, and 
tell ttem properly. I am snro this print ia to put ws ia 
mind of how we arc to oyereome temptation, and I do like 
it very much. Thank you botK." 

Lionel was here called away, but Gerald remained, and 
proceeded to a more minute examination of the beauties of 
the print, of which he was very proud. 

" 0, G-erald, dear, if wo could be like it," said Marian, 

" Like it ? That you'll never be, Marian ; your hair is 
too black." 

" Tes, but like it within. Pure and clear from sin in 
the midst of a bad world, I shall look at it and think of 
that very often, and you must think too, G-erald." 

" I mean to be good at school," said Gerald. 

And leaning against his sister, he let her tali to him as 
in times of old, advising him with all her might, for ho 
really liked it, and was comfortable ia having it so, though 
he would have been ashamed to own that he did. Her ad- 
vice was at once childish and wise; sometimes sensible, 
sometimes impracticable. Let any sister of fourteen think 
what couDscl she would give a brother of nine if ho would 
but listen to her, and she will haye a very fair idea of it. 
Gerald listened and promised earnestly, and she thought, 
hoped, and trusted that his promises would be kept : she 
reminded him of all that could strengthen his resolution, 
and talked of the holidays with what cheer she might. She 
had copied out a morning and evening prayer from her own 
treasured book, rather than give him such another, because 
she thought he would perhaps heed them more in her hand- 
writing, and she now gave them to him, folded «p in a neat 
little silk case, which he could keep, without observation. 
How she put her arm round him and preyed him towards 
hor as she gave them into his hand, and felt that she was 
doing what her mother would have done, so earnestly, so 
tearfully, so much more impressively. was she watching 

The brother and sister were interrupted at last, and 
called down to tea. The evening passed away heavily, s^jent 
as it was for the most part in the drawing-i-oom ; and the 
last thing before the boys went to bed, Lionel pushing Ger. 
aid roughly off, held Marian fast by tlie hand, and whispered 
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in Iier ear, "I say — jouVe ■written out somotliiiig for 
Gfei-aU." 

"Yes," slie answered, liorri fie d tfiat he siionldhaTe found 

'' Would you mind doing it for me 1 Don't tell any 
one." 

Was not this a pleaisure ? Marian sat up in her dresa- 
iag-gowa that night to ■write the prayers in her very clearest 
■writing, for she knew Lionel never liked to read ■what was 
not large and clear, and she gnessed that late in the eyen- 
ing, after all his lessons, he would have too many " green 
and hhie monsters," as he used to call them, before his eyes, 
to bo willing to give them more work than he could possi- 
bly help. She thought her mamma would have been very 
uneasy if she had heard of those green and blue monsters, and 
she wondered whether Mrs. Lyddell knei7 or eared about 
them, but Lionel was one of the least regarded of the fam- 
ily, and nobody but Johnny ever thought it worth while to 
make a trifling complaint to her. It waa far worse that 
Lionel should he leff. to obtain a form of private prayer by 
such a chance as this. Alaa ! alas for them all ! She was 
too unhappy to think more of Lionel, and in the midst of 
earnest prayers fer Gerald, she cried herself asleep. 

Poor child, she was too miserable all the nest day to 
give us any pleasure in contemplating her. 



CHAPTER VIIL 

Too Boon tbs hippr chM 
nnm or bomeintrct ttaoiigbt mil cli 
or Jilb'e eedndDE wild ; 
moa hTa alteren ilay^arenms show 
his earth a hoanAireB ^ace. 
b aiiobrl^t pleaBDrea to and ho. 



A cOTJFLiii of weeks had passed away, and Marian was be- 
ginning to feel rather more accustomed to the absence of 
Gerald and Lionel, and to find pleasure in the letters which 
spoke of her brother taking a good place, and from which it 
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did not appear that he disliied school bo much aa she had 
feared. Still she eould act hut miss him grievously, and 
feel the want of some one to cling to her, hring his troubles 
to her, and watch for moments of private conference. Her 
days seemed to follow eaeh other without animation or 
interest ; and if it had not been for some of her lessons, and 
for hia letters and Agnes Wortley's, she felt as if she could 
have doue nothing but yawn till the holidays. 

One day, as the young lad ea weie ret irning from a wallc 
in the park, they saw a carnage atan 1 ng at their own door, 
— too frequent an oc rronee as Mar an th ught, to call for 
suoli warm interest a Clara exjre sed Yet even Marian 
grew eager whea she heai I he cous ni exclaim that there 
was a coronet on it — a A s ount q core et They were now 
close to the house, just about to img, when the door opened, 
the visitor came out, and at that moment Marian sprang 
forward with a joyful face, but without a word. The lady 
held out both hands, and standing on the top of the steps 
of the door, she drew Marian up to her, and kissed her on 
each cheek with great eagerness, completely regardless of 
the spectators. 

" Marian, dear little Marian herself! I was afraid I had 
quite missed you, though I waited as long as I could. Tou 
look like your own self, little pale cheeks 1 Well, I must 
not stay ; I have arranged with Mrs. Lyddell for you to 
spend to-morrow with me. I will send the carriage for you, 
and you know how much I have to show you — my husband 
and my son I Yott will come, Marian? Not a word? 
Ah I your own way. G-ood-bye ; you will find your tongue 
to-morrow. Good-bye." 

She let go the hands and sprang into the carriage, giving 
a smile and nod as she drove off, that filled Marian's soul, 
almost to overflowing, with a rush of memories. It was as 
if she was no longer standing on the hard steps, with black 
streets, and tall, dingy yellow houses bounding her view, 
and carriages thundering in her ears; no longer lonely 
among numbers, but as if she was on the bright green grass- 
plat By the Manor-House door, the myrtles and sycamore 
nodding round her ; the shadows of the clouds chasing eaeh 
other in purple spots over the moors ; her father at tlie win- 
dow; her mother, Garald, Edmund, Agnes, all standing 
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round ; that sweet voico, with that same brigtt smile, thai 
samo arch little nod, repeating the "good-bye," and speak- 
ing of meeting next year ; and Marian herself thinking how 
very long a year would he. And now two years had passed 
since that time, and such years 1 How much older Marian, 
felt ! But there was Selina — Selina herself, not the Beau- 
ty — that was enough for joy ! 

Marian was roused from her dream hy exclamations of 
delight and admiration from her cousins, ■" How very beau- 
tiful]" " 0, I never saw anything so lovely!" "Marian, 
how could you say that she was not like her picture ? " 

" I don't know," said Marian, gradually wakmg from her 
trance. 

" Don't you think her the most beautiful creature you 
ever saw ? " 

"I don't know." 

" Don't know ! " cried Caroline, impatiently. " Do you 
know whether your head is on or not ? " 

" I don't — nonsense," said Marian, laughing heartily. 
" The fact was, I never had time to look or thiiik whether 
she was pretty ; I only saw she was just like herself." 

" Well, Marian; so you met her ? " said Mrs. Lyddell's 
voice in its moat delighted tone, at the top of the stairs, 
" I never saw a more charming person. So very handsome, 
and BO elegant, and so very agreeable. You have heard of 
her iuvitatjon?" 

" Tes; thank you for letting me go," said Marian. 

" yea, of course ! I am delighted that you should 
have the advantage of such an acquaintance. I hope it wilt 
be quite an intimacy. I am sure whenever — Well, certainly, 
I never met with anything more fascinating. She spoke of 
you with suoh affeotion, my dear ; I am sure she must be the 
most delightful person ! " 

Marian was not suffered to proceed up stairs til! she had 
been told all the particulars of Lady Marchmont's visit, 
and had answered many questions respecting her ; and, when 
she went up to the echool-room, ib was the same thin^. The 
party there seemed to look upon their good fortune, in hav- 
ing had a sight of her, something as if they had seen the 
Queen, or " the Duke ; " and it was with a sort of awe that 
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Claia pronounced tte words " Lady Marchmont," as slie 
talked over every particular of her dress and deportment. 

All this iu some degree perplexed Marian. Titled ladies 
were by no means unusual among Mrs. LyddeJi's visitors, 
a.ud did not create anything like this sensation; and she had 
not been used at home to hear Selina G-renviUe talked of as 
anything more than a wild, gay-tempered girl, whose charac- 
ter for wisdom did not stand very high. To he sure she was 
now married, and that might make a difference ; but then 
Edmund had since spoken of her as giddy, and as if he had 
not the highest idea of her discretion. Moreover, it struck 
Marian herself that she had spoken of her husband and 
child just as if they wcro two playthings, to he shown off. 
Of course that was only in fun, but Marian's was tho time of 
life to have great ideas of the requisite gravity of demean- 
our in a married woman. Altogether, much as she loved 
Selina, and clever and engaging as she thought her, it aston- 
ished her not a little to find that the relationship conferred 
upon herself such distinction in the eyes of her cousins; 
and she spent the evening and the nest morning alternately 
in speculations of this kind, hopes of a homelike day, and 
fears that Selina after all might prove the affected Viscoun- 
tess of the Wreath of Beauty. 

The time came, the carri^e was sant punctually, and in 
due time Marian was being marshalled up the broad stair- 
case by the tall servants, in all the trepidation of making 
her first visit in state on her own account, and feeling at 
every step as if she was getting further into the Wreath of 
Beauty. Across a gi-eat drawing-room, — such a beautiful 
grand room, — a folding door is opened ; " Miss Arundel " is 
announced, and there she stands in all her stiffness. 

There was a little table near the fire, and besido it sat 
Lady Marchmont, writing notes, in the plainest and most be- 
coming of morning dresses, — a sort of brown hoUand looking 
thing, with a plain, stiff, white collar, and a dark blue ribbon, 
her only ornament, except one large goid bracelet. Her hair 
was twisted in glossy sunny waves behind her ear, as iu some 
Gkeek statues; her blue eyes were bright and lustrous, and 
nothing was over clearer and more delicate than the slight 
tinge of red on her cheeks. Lord Marchmont was standing 
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loaning on the raantclsliolf, apparently in consultation with 

As soon as Marian entered, Selina's pen was thrown down, 
and she flew forward, throwing her arms round her little 
cousin, and kissing her repeatedly. Then, her arm round 
Marian's neck, and her hand on her shoulder, she led her 
towards Lord Marohmont, who stepped forward to receive 
her, saying, " Yes, here she is, here is your little cousin ; 
and here, Marian, here is your groat cousin. Now I would 
give five shilUngB to know what you think of eaeh other." 

" I suppose one part of that pleasure will only be defei-red 
till I am out of flie room," SMd Lord Marchmont, as he shook 
hands with Marian in a kind, cordial, cousinly manner. He 
was a hrown, strong-featured man of three or four and thirty, 
hardly young enough, and far from handsome enough, in 
Marian's very youthful eyes, to be suited to his wife, but very 
sensible and goodnatured looking. 

" No, Marian is a safe person, and will get eo further 
than ' I don't know ; ' at least if she is the Marian I take her 
for," said Lady Marehmont. 

" Very prudent," was hie answer, smiling at Marian ; and 
then, in compassion to her confusion, gathermg up his papers, 
and preparing to depart. 

" Are you going? " said his wife. " Well, I do you the 
justice to say tiiat, under the circumstances, it is the wisest 
proceeding in your power ; for I shall not get three words out 
of Marian all the time you are here." 

After a few more words of consultation on their own 
affairs, he left the room, and then Selina caught hold of 
Maiian again, and said she must hare a thorough good look 
at her all over, to see how much of dear old Fern Ton- she 
had brought with her. 

Selina Orenville was the youngest daughter of a sister of 
Sir Edmund Arundel, who had, like the rest of her femily, 
died early. She had been a good deal abroad with her 
father and a married sister. Her uncommon beauty and en- 
gaging mannei-s gained her, when she was little more than 
eighteen, the affection of Lord Marchmont, a more distant 
connection of the Amndel family; and happily for Selina, 
she appreciated him sufBciently to return Ms love so thoroughly, 
«3 to lay aside all the little coijuotrics which had hitherto 
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It might have heea that the poem had said too much iu 
pronouncing her to be a woman as well as a wife ; for Selina 
Marchmont waa almost aa much of a child as Selina Gren- 
ville had been, aad only now and then did those deeper 
shades of thought pass over her face, which showed how 
much soul there was within her as yet only half developed. 
Her manners were almost more playful than suited her po- 
sition, though they became her perfectly; her husband de- 
lighted in them ; but it was this that had given her grave and 
saddened cousin, Edmund, aa impression that her sense was 
not of a high oirder. 

She was very warm-hearted. She had been exceedingly 
attached to her uncle aad aunt at Fern Torr; and now it 
seemed as if she could never fondle Marian enough. The 
first thing was to show her baby, but she premised that she 
did not expect Marian to go into raptmea about him ; she 
never did expect any one to like babies. " In fact, Marian," 
she whispered, " don't betray me, but I am a wee bit afraid 
of him myself. It is such a very little live thing, and that 
nurse of his never will let me have any comfort with him, 
and never will trust me to get aoquamted with him in a 
tUe-a-tite, poor little man I 0, here he comes ! the Hon- 
ourable William James Bertram Marchmont — his name 
nearly as long as himself." 

In came a broad, tall, dignified nurse, large enough to 
have made at least four Selinaa, carrying a small bundle of 
long white robes. Selina took the little bundle in her arms 
rather timidly , and held it for Marian to see. Few babies were 
ever looked at more silently; he waa a small, but pretty, 
healthy-looking child of between two and three months old, 
— a very was doll of a baby, with little round mottled 
arms moving about, and tiny hands flourishing helplessly, he 
looked just fit for his mamma. She held him' with the fond, 
proud, almost over care with which little girls take for a mo- 
ment some new brother or sister ; aad aa she gazed upon him 
without a word, the earnest intensity of espvesaion gathered 
upon her beautiful fiioe. After about five minutes thus 
spent, she roused herself, and bes^tm ftailv to tell Marian not 
to trouble herself to sent hn a likoiow 'in Kini to wybody, 
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or to say anything so wild aa tliat he in the least resembled 
her or his papa; and then she nodded and smiled at him, 
and seemed aa if she wonld have talked to him and played 
with him, if his nurse had not been, standing close by all the 
time, looking as if she was being defrauded of her property. 

" It is time Master Marchmont should be taken out be- 
fore the sun goes off, my Lady," said she, authoritatiTCly, 

" Very well, I suppose he must," said Selina, reluctantly 
giving him back again after a timid kiss. 

" Thore goes my lady nurse and her child," said she with 
a sigh, hidden even from herself by a laugh. " I am sure 
he seems a great deal more hers than mine; but there, I 
should never know what to do with him. Come, Marian, 
now for all about yourself, my poor child. How do they 
use you ? " 

Much indeed there was to hear, and much to tell on 
either side, and scarcely for a moment did the two consins 
cease from talking as they sat together in the morning, and 
drove together in the afternoon, Selina waa one of those 
people who have a wonderful power of dispelling reserve, 
chiefly by their own frankness ; and when she had told Ma- 
rian all the history of her first sight of Lord Marchmont, 
and the whole courtship, and all that she had thought " so 
very noble " in him, and tried to mate her understand how 
very happy she was, Marian's heart was open in her turn. 
Not the depths of it, — ^not such things as by a great effort 
she had told to Edmund, and might possibly tell to Mrs. 
Wortley, but much more than she could ever have said to 
any one else; and free and abundant was the sympathy and 
pity she received, — pity even beyond what she thought she 
deserved. She was surprised to observe that Selina spoke 
of the Lyddells with a sort of contempt, as if they were 
wanting in refinement ; whereas she herself had never thought 
of their being otherwise than lady-like, and certainly very 
fashionable ; bht she supposed Lady Marchmont knew best, 
and waa pleased to find herself considered superior, Ger- 
ald was of course one of their subjects of conversation, and 
f;radually Marian, with her strict regard to truth, from a 
ittle ungnardedness, found herself involved in a tangle 
from which there was no escape, without telling the whole 
fitory of the Wreath of Beauty. 
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She need not liaye been afraid; Selina laughed a3 if 
nothiBg would ever make her oeaso, and insisted ou Marian's 
bringing the portrait tho next time she came to visit her. 
Slie vowed that she would patronise Lionel for ever for his 
olevemess ; and when Marian looked sorrowful about the 
coiisec[uenoes, she told her that it was much better Ibr Ger- 
ald to be at school, and she was very glad he was gone ; and 
then she patted Marian's shoulder, and begged that she 
would not think her very cruel for saying so. 

Marian was very glad to be able to acquit her of vani- 
ty, when she heard the history of the insertion of the en- 
graving, which had been entreated for by persons whom 
Lord Marchmont did not like to disoblige. The engraving 
both he and Selina disliked very much ; and when Marian 
saw the original portrait, she perceived that the affectation 
did not reside there, for it was very beautiful, and the only 
fault to be found with it was chiefly attributable to the fact 
that miniatures always make people look so pretty, that this 
did not give the idea of a person so surpassingly lovely as 
Selina. 

Lord Marchmont came in several times to speak to his 
wife, but Marian did not see much of him till dinuer-time, 
and then she liked him very much. He was certaiuly rather 
a grave person, and she wondered to see how Selina could be 
so merry with him; but ho was evidently amused, and Ma- 
rian had yet to learn how a clever and much occupied man 
likes nonsense to bo talked to him and before him in his 
hours of relaxation. He behaved to Marian herself very 
kindly, and just as if she was a grown-up person, — a treat 
which she had scarcely enjoyed since she left Fern Torr; 
and though she was sHent, as usual when with strangers, it 
was with no uncomfortable shyness ; she was more at ease 
already with him than with Mr. Lyddell. 

Selina told him the history of Gerald's works of art in 
so droll a manner, that Marian herself saw it in a muoh fun- 
nier aspect than she had ever done before. He was much 
diverted, and turning to Marian, said, with seriousness that 
would have alarmed her, but for Selina's laughter, and a 
certain sub-smile about the comers of his mouth, that he 
hoped he was not to take the Beast as anything personal. 
Selina told him that she wanted him to convince Marian 
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that it was a very good thing for Gerald to be sent to 
soliool, and he set to work to do so iu earnest with much 
kindness, and by asking sundry questions about ber broth- 
er's attainments and tastea, he so won her, that sbe was 
ready to do bim the honour of acknowledging bim as one of 
ber own cousins. 

The evening came too soon to an end, tbougb the car- 
riage bad not been ordered to take Marian bome, till ten 
o'clock. It bad all been like one dream of brigbtness, and 
Marian, -whea she awoke the next morning, could hardly be- 
lieve that it was tbe trutb that she bad enjoyed herself so 
much, and that a bouse containing sucb happiness for her 
could be in London or so near her. 

The schoolroom looked very black and dull after tbe 
bright little sitting-room where she bad parted with Selina; 
the lessons were wearisome, her companions more unconge- 
nial tbaa ever ; she felt actually cross at the examination to 
which Clara subjected her about every trifle she could think 
of, in tbe bouse of Marohmont, She could have talked of 
its delights if there had been anybody to care about tbem 
in ber own way, but that was the great if of Marian's life. 
She was conscious that her day's pleasure bad unhinged her, 
and. made her present tasks unusually distasteful, and she 
thought it the fault of the Lyddells, and in a great fit of 
repining blamed Edmund for injustice to Selina in not let- 
ting her house be their bome. Her great hope was of an- 
other day there, tbe only thing that seemed to give a bright- 
ness to her life, and she looked foi-ward to an intei-course 
between Lady Mai'objnont and Mrs, Lyddell, which would 
produce continual meetings. 

However, time passed on, and she did not see Selina, 
Mrs. Lyddell took her when she went to return tbe visit, 
but Lady Marohmont was not at home. It was not till 
after more than a fortnight that she received a little note 
from ber, saying that they were going to a show of flowers, 
and would send for Marian to go with them. 

There waa quite a commotion in the house on the occa^ 
sion; not that all were not willing that Marian should go, 
but that Mrs. Lyddell thought ber dress not at all fit; the 
plain straw bonnet which Marian would buy, in spite of ail 
that could be said to the contrary, and that old black silk 
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dress which did very well just foi- going to Chui-oh in, with 
a governess, but 

Mrs. Lyddell and Saunders were for oace in tteir lives 
agreed; and Marian, who thought her money would have 
served her this time to fulfil her grand scheme of huying Tyt- 
ler's History of Scotland, was overpowered, and ohliged to 
let them have their will, and wear it outside her head, in 
white silk, instead of inside, in Bobert Bmcc's wanderings. 

She was quite ready, in new bonnet and mantle, by tho 
time Lady Marchmont's carriage was at the door, and very 
happy she was to find herself by her side again. Perhaps 
there was a little consciousness of newness in the manner in 
which she wore them, for Lady Marchmont remarked upon 
them, and said that they were very pretty, as in fact tiiey 
were. Marian looked disconsolate, and Selina laughingly 
asked why. She told her former wishes, and was further 
laughed at, or rather Mrs. Lyddell was. Selina said the eld 
bonnet would have done just as well ; " it was so like such 
people to smarten up for a great occasion." 

Such people ! Marian wondered again, and disliked her 
white bonnet more than ever, resolving for the future to 
trust her own taste. She soon forgot all this, however, in the 
pleasure of seeing green grass and trees, and the beautiful, 
most beautiful flowers, with their delicious ^perfume. This 
was real delight, such as she had never imagined before, and 
she thought she could have studied tbe wonderful forms of 
those tropical plants for ever, if it had not been for the 
crowds of people, and for a little awe of Lord Marchmont, 
who had given her his arm, and who did not seem to know 
or care much even for the dove orchis or the zebra-striped 
pitcher-plant. She wished she could turn him into Bdmuucl, 
and looked at every plant which she fancied a native of the 
Cape, almost as kindly as if it had been a primrose of Fern 
Torr. 

It was another delightful day. Marian wont back with 
her friends, and sat by while Selina was dressed for an even- 
ing party, heard a description of her home in the country, 
and gave a very nnflattering one of Oatwortby, gained some- 
how or other a renewed impression of her own superiority to 
the Lyddells, and went home to indulge in another fit of 
discoatcnt. 
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Sach were Marian's visits to Lady MaroLinont, and suck 
their effect. Mrs. Ljddell did much indeed that was calcu- 
lated to give strength to tho feeling by the evident pride 
which she took in Marian's familiarity with Lady March- 
niont, and even in tho cold, distant, formal ciyility with which 
she herself was treated. 

There was danger around Marian which she did not un- 
derstand, the world was tempting her in a different way. 
She disliked what she saw among the Lyddells too much to 
find their worldly tastes and tempers infectious, but her in- 
tercourse with Selina waa a temptation in a now form. She 
lo7ed Selina so heartily as to see with her eyes, and be led 
by Jier in opinions : especially when these were of a kind ac- 
cording with her own character. It was from her that Ma- 
rian imbibed the idea that she was to be pitied for living in 
her present home, not because Mrs. Lyddell's mind was set 
on earth and earthly things, but because she did not belong 
to those elite circles which Marian learnt to believe her own 
proper place. Edmund had told her she might stand on 
high ground, and she believed him, but was this such high 
ground as he meant ? The danger did not strike Marian, 
because it did not seem to her like pride, since the distinc- 
tion, whatever it was, did not consist in rank ; she woald 
have had a horror of valuing herself on being a baronet's 
daughter, hut this more subtle difference iattered her more 
reiined feelings of'vanity; and though she was far from 
being conscious of it, greatly influenced her frame of mind, 
and her conduct towards her cousins. It was not without 
reason now that Caroline thought her proud. 

It must not, however, be supposed that this was Marian's 
abiding frame of mind: it was rather the temper which waa 
inflisedinto her by each successive visit to Selina during the 
next three years. Of course, every time it was renewed, it 
was also strengthened, but it was chiefly her London dispo- 
sition, and used in great degree to go off when she was 
taken up with the interests of Oakwortliy, and removed 
ftom the neighbourhood of Lady Marchmont. 

Oakworthy was so preferable to London, escept so far as 
that she was there out of Selina's reach, that she began to 
have a kindness for it. She knew some of the poor people 
there, ia whom Caroline had kept up an interest ever since 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



lis 

Miss Cameron's time; the smoiy streets of London had 
taught her to prize the free air and green turf of the 
Downs ; and, thania to Edmund, her own dear Mayflower 
awaited her there, and she enjoyed many a, canter with Caro- 
line and Walter. She began for the first time to become 
acquainted with the latter, and to learn to look upon him 
with high esteem, but to obtain a knowledge of him was a 
very difficult matter. He was naturally diffident and bash- 
fiil, and his spirits were not high; he had been thrown more 
and more into himself by his mother's hastiness of manner 
and his fether's, neglect. His principles were high and true, 
his conduct excellent, and as he had never given any cause 
for anxiety, he was almost always overlooked by the whole 
family. Nor was lie cloTer, and the consciousness of this 
added to hia timidity, which being unfortunately physical as 
well as mental, caused him to be universally looked down 
upon by hia brothers. Even Marian began to share the 
feeling when she saw him torn pale and start back from the 
verge of a precipitous chalk pit where she could stand in 
perfect indifference, and when she heard him aver his pre- 
ference for quiet horses. Mayflower's caperinga were to him 
and Caroline so shocking, and it appeared to them so im- 
proper that she should be allowed to mount such an animal 
that but for her complete ease her delight m the (reatuie s 
spirit, and her earnest entreaties ■» complaint agunst Mij 
flower would certimly have been pieferred to the luth i 

In spite Iff ill thia thoic was satisfaction m talking to 
Walter, for he saw thmgs la Maiian did right and wrong 
were his first thoughts and his light and wronj, were the simt, 
as hers. This was worth a gieat deil to hei thouo-h shp was 
often provoked with him f jr want of boldness m conden na 
tion. A man giown up cDuld she thought do so mu h (o 
set things to lights, if ho would but speal. out openly, and 
remonstrate, but Walter shrank from interfering in any way ; 
it seemed to cost !iim an effort even to agree with Marian's 
censure. Tes, she thought, as she stood looking at the print 
of S. Margaret, Walter might pass by the dragon, nay, fight 
his own battle with it, but ne would never tread it manfully 
under, so that it might not rise to hurt others. He might 
monrn for the sins around him, tut would ho over ooiTect 
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tlicm ? Marian thought if she was a man, a man almost 
twenty, destined to he a clergyman, siie had it in her soul to 
have done great tilings; then she would not he shy, for she 
should feel it her duty to speak. 

In the meantime, Marian had a trouhle of her own, a 
Bore place io her heart, and in its tendereat spot, for Gerald 
was the cause. The first holidays had been all she could 
desire; he was affectionate, open, full of talk ahout home 
and Edmund, with the best of characters; and with the ex- 
ceptioa of alt the other boys being " fellows " and nameless, 
there was nothing like reserve about him ; but the next 
time, he had not been three days in the house, before she 
perceived that the cloud had come down again, which had 
darkened the last few weeks before his going to school. Ho 
avoided being alone with her, ha would not let her ask him 
questions, he talked as if he despised his governors and 
teachers, and regarded rules as tHags made to be ehided. 
His master's letter did not give a satisfactory account of 
him, and when Marian tried to fish out something about his 

Slings on from Lionel, she met with impenetrable silence, 
ionel himself seemed to be going through school pretty 
much in the same way, with fits and starts of goodness, and 
longer intervals of idleness, bnt he made his eyes a reason, 
or an excuse, fop not doing more. They were large, bright, 
blue, expressive eyes, and it was hard to believe them in 
fault, but strong sunshine or much reading by candle-light 
always brought the green and piii-ple monsters, and some- 
times a degree of infiammation. It was said that he must 
be careful of them, and how much of his idleness was neces- 
sary, how mueh was shirking, was a question for his own 



Eveiy time Gerald came home, Marian i 
more that pained her. There was the want of confidence 
that grew more evident every time, though it was by no 
means want of affection ; it was vain to try to keep him 
away from the stables; he read books on Sunday which sho 
did not approve, she did not think he wrote to Edmund, and 
what made her more uneasy than all was, that Elliot was 
becoming the great authority with him. Elliot had begun 
to take a sort of distant patronising notice of him, which 
seemed to give him. great pleasure, and which Miiriau who 
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every year had reason to think worse of Elliot, ( 
very dangerous. She could not bear to see Gerald search 
through the newspapers for the racing intelligence, and to 
see him orating aeientifieally to Lionel and Johnny ahout 
the points of the horses ; she did not like to see him talking to 
the gameke^ers, and set her face, more than was perhaps 
prudent, against all the field sports which were likely to lead 
him into Elliot's society. 

In her zeal against this danger, she forgot how keen a 
sportsman Edmund himself was, and spoke as if she thought 
these amusements wrong altogether, and to he avoided, and 
this, together with the example of Walter, gave Gerald a 
very undesirable idea of the dulne^ of feeing steady and 
well conducted. That he spent more money than was good 
for him, was also an idea of liera gathered from chance ob- 
servations of her own, and unguarded words of the other boys ; 
but this was one of the points on which his reserve was the 
strictest, and she only could he ansious in ignorance. The 
holidays, anticipated with delight, ended in pain, though still 
she cherished a hope that what alarmed her might be boyish 
thoughtlessness of no importance in itself, and only magni- 
fied by her fears. 

She was encouraged in this by finding that Lord March- 
mont, when he saw him once in London, thought him a very 
fine, promising boy, and that Mr. and Mrs. LyddeU did not 
seem to see anything seriously amiss. But then Lord Mareh- 
mont had not seen enough of him to be able to judge, and 
would not have told her even if he had thought there probably 
was anything wrong ; and she could not trust to Mr, and Mrs. 
Lyddell. It was very painful to imagine herself unjust to 
her only brother, and she drove the fears away; but back 
they would always come, every time Gerald was at home, and 
every time she looked and longed in vain for a letter from him. 

Thus passed, as has already been said, three years, spent 
for the most part withoiit event. Caroline, at eighteen, was 
introduced ; bnt thovigh her evening were given to compa- 
ny, her mornings were atiU spent in the schoolroom, of 
whrch indeed she was the chief brightness. Marian, though 
she had the offer of coming out at the same time, was very 
glad to embrace the alternative of waiting another year. 
She was now a little past her seventeenth birthday, whicli 
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emanoipated lier from teiiig absolutely Misa Moriej's pupil. 
She breakfasted with the rest of the family, dined with them 
when there waa not a large party, learnt more of masters, 
and studied more od her own account than she had ever done 
before ; aud only depended on Miss Morlcy and Clara for 
companionship in walking. and meals, when Caroline was 
otherwise engaged. 

She was more with the Marchmonts than ever during 
this spring. She rode with them, kept Selina company when 
her husband went out without her ; went about with her 
wherever a girl of woman's height, though not yet come out, 
could be taken; and was almost always at any of her din- 
ners or evenbg parties, where she could have the pleasure 
of seeing anything that waa distinguished. It was a very 
pleasant life ; for she waa mew to the liberty of being loosed 
from schoolroom restraints, and at the same time the re- 
straints and duties of society bad not laid hold upon her. 
Among Selina'a friends she was not expected to talk, and 
could listen in peace to the conversation of the very supe- 
rior men Lord Marchmont brought around him; or if she 
chanced to exchange a few words with any of them, she re- 
membered it afterwards as a distinction. Selina, with all 
the homage paid to her beauty, her rank, her fascination of 
manner, and her husband's situation, was made much of by 
all, and was able to avoid being bored, without affronting 
any one; and a spoilt child of fashion herself, in her gen- 
erosity and affection, she made Marian partake her pica- 
surM, and avoid annoyances as far as she could, like herself, 
It was a pleasant life, and Marian thoroughly enjoyed it 
but was it a safe one ? 



CHAPTER IX. 

" So loo may eocUiIiik Dope thy leaTB nnjoy, 

ThonHli absence may Imi^r or cares annoy, 

Sunjo cuESUDt Dilna mar draw ua eUU Uie HHnc." 

0!o4stian Tsar. 

" Hruk are two letters for you, Marian," said Mrs, Lyddell, 
meeting the girls as they came in from a wait ; " Lady 
Marehmont's servant left this note." 
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" Aa invitation to dinner for tliis evening," said Marian 
opening it; "ah! I knew tlioj were to Lave a party; 'just 
recolitjcted tliat Lady Julia Faulkner used to know Fern 
Torr, nnd I must have you to meet her, if it is not Bl great 
Iwre.' " 

" Then, my dear, had you not better send an answer ? 
James can take it directly." 

" No, no, tLant you; the carriage will call at seven. Who 
can this Lady Julia be ? But — " by this time Marian had ar- 
rived at her other letter, and, with a sudden start and scream 
of joy, she eiclaimed, " They are coming I " 

" Coming ? Who ? " aeked Caroline. 

" Agnes — and Mr. and Mrs, Wortley ! ! All coming 
to stay with their friends in Cadogan Place. I shall see 
them at any time I please." 

" I am very glad of it," said Caroline. 

" Tell tJiem that their earliest engagement must be to 
US," said Mrs. Lyddell. " When do you expect tbem ? " 

" Nest week, nest week itself," cried Marian, " to stay 
a whole fortnight, or perhaps three weeks. Mr. Wortley has 
business which will occupy him " 

Few faces ever expressed more joy than Marian's in the 
prospect of a meeting with these dearest of friends; Mrs. 
Lyddell and Caroline smiled at her joy as she flew out of the 
room to make Saunders a partaker in her pleasure. 

"Strange girl," said Caroline; "so cold to some, so 
warm to others; I shall he glad to see these incomparable 
Wortleys." 

" So shall I," said Mrs. Lyddell ; " but I expect that 
Marian's opinion of them will soon alter, she has now become 
Tised to suoh different society. However we must bo very 
civil to them, be they what they may." 

In the meantime Marian penned a letter to Agnes, in 
terms of delight and affection twenty times warmer than any 
which had ever passed her lips, and then resigned herself to 
Saunders' hands to be dressed, without much free will on her 
own part; too excited to read aa osual during the operation, 
sometimes talking, sometimes trying to imagine Agnes in 
London, a conjunction which seemed to her almost impossible. 

The carnage came for ber, and in due time she was 
entering the great drawiiig-rooni. where Solina, looking 
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prettier than ever ia her evening dress, sat reading a novel and 
awaiting lier guests, 

" Selina, only tliiak," she began ; " the Wortlejs are 
coming! " 

" What say yon? Why, Marian, you arc in a wild st.ite. 
Who are coming ? " 

" The Wortleys, Selina, my own Agaes." 

" O, your old clergjmaa's daughter I You constant 
little dove, you don't mean that you have kept up that romantic 
friendship all these years ? " 

" Why, Selina ! " 

" Yes, yes, I rememher all about them now : the daughter 
was your great friend." 

" She was more youra," said Marian, " when you were at 
Fem Torr, because you were more nearly the same age. 
Don't you remember how you used to whisper under the syca- 
more tree, and send me out of the way ? " 

" Poor little Marian ! Well, those were merry times, and 
I rather think your Agnes promised to bo very pretty," 

" And shall not jou he glad to see her ? " 

" When do they come ? " 

" Nest Monday, to — Cadogan Place." 

, " Close to you. Well, that is lucky ; but now, my dear, 
if you can come down from the clouds for a moment, I want 
to tell you about Lady Julia." 

" Who is she ? " said Marian, bringing back her attention 
with an effort, 

" A tiresome woman," whispered Selina, with a sort of 
affectation of confidence ; " but the fact is, Lord Marohmont 
used to know her husband, or his father, or his great grand- 
father, sometime in the dark ages, and so he wanta me to 
make much of her. She is one of the people that it is leal 
toil to make talk for ; but by good fortune I remembered 
that I had heard some legend about her once knowing my 
uncles, and so I thought that a cross- esamination of you 
about Uerald and Fern Torr would be a famous way of filling 
up the evening," 

" ! " said Marian in a not very satisfied tone, " so she 
liiw a husband, has she ? I fancied from your note that aho 
only consisted of herself." 

" She eonsiflts of a son and daughters," said Selina, 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



THE TWO GUARDIANS. 121 

'■ IIci' hasbftiid is dead, but. the rest of tlic house you will 
presently see." 

" Eh ? " saicl Lovd Maxchmont, coming out of the other 
room where he had been writing, and greeting Marian. 
" You doa't meOTi that you have invitod tliat young Faulk- 

" You would not have me leave out the only agreeahle 
one of the party — something to sweeten the inttiction." 

Lord Marehmont smiled at the arch, bold, playful man- 
ner with which she looked up in his face, as if to defy him 
lo be displeased j hut still he was evidently vexed, and said, 
•■ It is hard upon Marian only to tahe her from JElliot Ljd- 
dcll's society to bring her into Mr. Faulkner's." 

" Indeed I but that is hard on Mr. Faulkner," said his 
wife. " As to worth, I suppose he and Marian's cousin are 
pretty HLuoh on a par, but it is but justice to say that he has 
considerably the advantage in esternals." 

" It cannot be helped now," said Lord Marehmont, " but 
I wish I had told you before, Selina. The esteem I had for 
that young man's father would make me still more reluctant 
t« cultivate him, considering his present way of going on." 

" Well, one invitation to dinner is not such a very agri- 
cultural proceeding, that you need waste such a quantity of 
virtuous iodignation," said Selina; "I daresay he will not 
grow wry much the faster for it." 

The arrival of some of the party put a st^p to the cou- 
versation, and presently Lady Julia Faulkner, Mr. and Miss 
Faulkner, were annonneed. The first was a fair, smooth, 
handsome matron, who looked as if she had never been 
preyed upon by either thought or care ; her daughter was a 
well-dressed, fashionable young lady ; and her son, so gentle- 
manlike and sensible looking, as to justify Lady Marehmont 
in saying that in externals he had the advantage of Elliot 
Lyddell. Marian sat nest him at dinner, and though she 
meant to dislike him, she could not succeed in doing so ; he 
talked with so much spirit and cleverness of the various ex- 
hibitions and other things, which are ehiefty useful as food 
for conversation. Something too might be ascribed to the 
store of happiness within her, which would not let her be un- 
gi-aoious or unwilling to let herself be entertained, for on the 
whole, she had never been so well amused at a dinner party. 
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la the drawing-room the examination took place with 
which she had beea threatened, but she had grown hardened 
to such things with time, and could endure them much bettei 
than she used, to do. It was always the custom for her to 
outstay the guests, so as to talk them oyer with her cousins ; 
and, on this occasion the first exclamation was, how very 
agreeable and clever Mr. Faulkner was. 

" So much the worse," said Lord Marohmont gravely ; 
" I think worse of him than I did before, for I find he lias 
taken up Germanism." 

Marian had some notion that Germanism meant that the 
foundations of his faith were unsettled, and she looked ex- 
tremely horrified, but she had not time to dwell on the sub- 
ject, for the earriago came to the door, and she was glad to 
be alone to hug herself with delight. The gas lamps looked 
as bright to her eyes as if there were an illumination spe- 
cially got up in honour of her happiness, and the drive to Mr. 
Lyddoll's was fur too short to settle a quarter of what Agnes 
was to see and do. 

It was almost four years Bince she had parted with her, 
but the coiTespondence had scarcely slackened, nor the 
earnestness of her affection and confidence diminished. There 
was' no one, excepting Edmund, to whom she could loot for 
counsel in the same manner, and the hope of long conversa- 
tions with Mrs. Wortley was almost as delightful as the 
thought of seeing Agnes onco more. 

She had begged them to call the first thing, and accord- 
ingly soon after breakfast one fine Tuesday morning, a loud 
double-knock caused her heart to leap into her mouth, or 
rather her throat, and almost choke her. Mrs. Lyddell, 
Elliot, and Garoiine were all present, and she wished them 
forty miles off, when the aamouncement was the very thing 
she wished to hear ! 

There they were, Mrs. Wortley giving that fond, motherly 
kiss. Agues catching both hands, and kissing both cheeks, 
Mr. Wortley giving one hearty sq[ueeze to herhand ! Thei-e 
they really were, she was by Mrs, Wortley'a side, their own 
familiar tones were in her ears 1 She hardly dared to look 
up, for fear Agnes should be altered, but no, she could not 
call her altered, though she was more formed, the features 
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Were loss i;liildish, and there was more thought, though not 
less life aaid light tJian of old, in the blue eyes. IndeeiJ it 
came upon Marian by surprise, that she had not known before 
that Agnea was uncommoBly pretty as welt aa loveable. She 
was surprised not to see her friend more shy, but able to an- 
swer Elliot's civilities with readiness and ease ; whereas she 
who still felt stiff and awkward with a stranger, had supposed 
that such must he doubly the case with one who had lived ao 
much leas in the world. 

That day was to be devoted by the Wortleys to visits and 
business, but they reckoned on having Marian to themselvea 
all the next, and were to call for her early on their way to 
some of the sights of London. Mrs. Lyddell made them fix 
an early day for coming to dinner, and they took their leave, 
Marian feeling as if the visit had not been everything that 
she expected, and yet as if it was happiness even to know 
that the same city contained herself and' them. 

No sooner were they gone than the Lyddella began with 
one voice to admire Agnes, even Elliot was very much 
struck with her, and positively gained himself some degree 
of credit with Marian, by confirming her opinion of her 
friend's beauty. It was delightful indeed that Agnes ahould 
be something to be proud of; Marian would not have loved 
her one whit the less if she had been a plain, awkward coun- 
try girl, but it was something to have her affection justified 
in their eyes, and to have no fear of Agnes being celebrated 
only for her cricket. 

They called for Marian early the next morning, and now 
she received the real greeting, corresponding to her parting, 
as Mrs. Wortley's second daughter. Then began the inqui- 
ries for everything at Eem Torr, animate or inanimate, bro- 
ken Into by Agnes's exclamations of surprise at everything 
new and wonderful in the streets, a happy, but a most desul- 
tory conversation. 

At last they got into a quiet street where Mr. and Mrs. 
Wortley went to choose a carpet, and the two girls were left 
to sit in the carriage. 

" Marian ! " began Agnea, " ao you have not quite lost 
your old self! I am glad to see how it all is at least, for I 
have something tangible to pity you for," 
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" I wonder what it is,"' said Marian, too happy for pitj 
at that moment. 

" O, my dear ! that Mr. Elliot Lyddell ! " 

" He is hardly ever in my way," said Marian. 

" And his sister ! Her dress ! What study it must 
have taken ! In the extreme of fashion." 

" Caroline's dress is not exactly what she would choose 
herself," said Marian. 

" That must be only an excuse, Marian ; for though you 
have a weU-turued-out look, it is not as if you were in a 
book of fashions." 

" I am not Mrs. Lyddell's daughter, and though I do 
expect a, hattle or two when I come out, it will not be a 
matter of obedience with me, as it is with Caroline." 

" Is it very painful obedience ? " said Agnea laughingly ; 
'■ well, you do deserve credit for not being spoilt among such 
people." 

"In the first place, how do you know they are 'such 
people ? ' and nest, how do you know I am not spoilt r " 

" You must be the greatest Jiypocrite in the world, if 
yoTi arc spoilt, to write me such letters, and sit so boldly 
looking mo in the face. And as to their being ' such people,' 
have not I seen them, have not I heard them, and, above all, 
has not Mr. Arundel given me their full description ? " 

" But that was three yeara and a half ago," said Marian. 

"And have they changed since thea?" asked Agnes, 

" I don't know." 

" how glad I am to hear that ! " cried Agnes. " Never 
mind tJiem ; but to hear you say ' I don't know ' in that old 
considering tone is proof enough, to me that you are my own 
old Marian, which is all I care for." 

" I don't " began Marian ; then stopping short and 

laughing, she added, " I mean I was thinking whether it is 
reaUy so. Can any person live four years without changing ? 
Especially at our age. What a little girl I was then ! " 

" Yes, to be sure, you have grown into a tall — yes, quite 
a tall woman, and you have got your black hair into a very 
pretty broad braid, and you wear a bracelet and carry a 
parasol, and don't let your veil stream down your back; I 
don't see much more alteration. Your eyes are as black and 
your face as white, and altogether you aro quite as provoking 
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aa ever in never tolling one anjtliing that one wislics to 

Marian gaTe a stiff smile, one wliicli she tacl learnt in 
company, and grew frightened at herself to find that she was 
treating Agnes, as she treated the outer world. Sho did 
not know what to say| her love was deep, strong and warm 
within, but it was too soon to " rend the silken veil ; " and 
this awkwardness, thia conseioiiBnees of coldness was positive 
snffering. She was relieved that the return of Mr. and 
Mrs. Wortioy put an end to the Uie-a-ieie, then shocked 
tJiat it should be a relief; for, poor girl, her extreme em- 
barrassment overpowering the happiness in her friend's pres- 
ence, made her doubt whether it conld be that her affection 
was really departing, a tliotiglit too dreadful to bo dwelt 
upon. 

Who would have told her that she should endure so 
much pain in her first drive with the "VVortleja ? 

They went to call on Lady Marchmont that day, and, as 
Marian expected, did not find her at home. Agnes renewed 
the old lamentation that Marian could not live with her and 
thus avoid Mrs. LyddelPs finery and fashion. " Now why 
do you laugh, Maiian ? you don't mean that Selina Gfren- 
ville can have turned into a fashionable lady ? she was the 
simplest oreatare in the world." 

" She is what she was then," said Marian ; " but as to 
being fashionable My dear Agnes, you don't under- 

stand." 

" We have not to reproach Marian for want of knowledge 
of the world now, Agnes," said Mr. Wortley, smiling at his 
daughter's bewilder^ looi. 

" Ah ! " cried Marian, and there stopped, thinking how 
grievously she must be altered, since this was the reproach 
that the Lyddelis used bo often to make her. Some wonder- 
ful sight here engaged Agnes, and Marian's exclaination fell 
unheeded. 

She spent a good many hours with the Wortleys while 
they wore in London, but usually in the midst of confusioa 
and bustle : Mr. and Mrs. Wortley were busy, and Ames 
almost wild with the novelties around. Marian's heart ached 
as she recollected a saying which she had read, that a thread 
once broken can never be united again. Her greatest com- 
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fort was in tlio prospeot of a visit to Fern Torr; for Mrs. 
Lyddell willbgly cousented to her accepting Mra. "Wortlej's 
invitatiott to tetui'n with them, and to stay even to t!ie end 
of her brother's holidaya, which he was also to spend at 
home. She should know better there whether she waa really 
changed ; she could take it all up again there, and now she 
could afford to wait, and not feel the necessity of saying 
everythmg that would BOt be said in so short a time. 

One thing was certain, she did not lite to hear Agnes 
talk against the Lyddells. She could have done it herself; 
nay, she did so sometimes when with Lady Marchmont, but 
then that was only about " aonacnse," She had lived with 
them too long, had shared in too many of their conversations 
and employments, was, m fact, too much one of the family, 
to like to hear them condemned. She thought it very 
strange, and she could not tell whether it was from having 
grown like them, or from a genuine dislike to injustice ; at 
any rate it was this which convinced her that she had come 
to regard them in some degree as friends. 

She wished them to appear to as much advantage as pos- 
sible, but this they really seemed resolved not to do, at Icaat 
not what waa in her eyes and those of the Wortlejs, to ad- 
vantage. Mrs. liyddell timuld have a grand dinner party to 
do honour to her friends, and the ohoioe of company was not 
what she would have made. To make it worse, Elliot sat 
next Agnes, Walter was not at home, and the conversation 
was upon religious subjects, which had better not have been 
discussed at ^1 in such a party, and which were viewed by 
most present, in the wrong way. AU this, however, Marian 
could have endured, for she did not care to defend Mr. and 
Mrs. Lyddell or Elliot, individually, only when considered 
as forming part of " the Lyddells," but she really wished 
Agnes to like Caroline and Clara. 

She did not know whether Agnes was not perverse about 
Caroline, whom she continued to call a mere fashionable 
young lady, not being able to find any other reproach than 
this vague one ; but as to Clara, Marian herself could have 
found it in her heart to beat her when she made sillier 
speeches than usual in Agnes' hearing, and, above aU, for 
having at this time a violent fit of her afieotion for Marian 
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herself, whom she perscvcriDgly called a dear girl, and fol- 
lowed about so closely as to be always in tlio way. 

Marian would have hoen atill more provoied with Clara, 
bad Agnes not had forhearance enough to abstain from tell- 
ing her all that Clara bad said, when once, by some chance, 
left alone with her for ten minutes. After a ^reat deal about 
her extreme friendship for " dearest Marian," she said, 
" Some people think her pretty, — do you. Miss Wortley ? " 

" Not exactly pretty," said Agnes, " but hers is a fine 
face." 

" Ah i she has not colour enough to be pretty. . She is 
much too pale, poor dear, but some people say that is aristo- 
cratic. And she is lite her cousin. Lady Mai'chmont, the 
beauty. Do you know Lady Marchmont ? " 

" I used to know her as a girh" 

" Ah I she is very handsome, and so much the fashion. 
It is such an advantage for Marian to be there, and I hope 
she will slyly bring us acquainted some of these days. But 
then all the Arundels are proud ; Marian has a good deal of 
j)ride in her own way, though she is a dear girl 1 " 

" Marian ! " exclaimed Agnea. 

" yes ! She is a dear girl, but every one in Wiltshire 
speaks of ber pride; all our friends do, I assure you. I 
always defend her, of course, but every one remarks it." 

Agnes was wondering whether simply to disbelieve any- 
thing so preposterous as that all Wiltshire should be re- 
marking on poor Marian's pride, or whether to explain it 
by her well-known shyness, when Clara made another sud- 
den transition. " Do you know Mr. Arundel ? " 

" Is not he a fine, distinguished-looking man ? We did 
admire him bo when he was here. I assure you we are all 
quite jealous of Marian. Miss Morley says there can be 
but one deiMuement." 

Here Marian came into the room, and Agues proceeded 
to qu^tion within herself which was most wonderful, —the 
extreme foUy of Clara, or of the govej-ness. 

Another vexation to Marian was the behaviour of Lady 
Marchmont. She herself was invited as. often as usual to 
come to ber cousin, but she could not spare a minute from 
her dear friends, and only was surprised and vexed tliat they 
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were not included, and that Selina bad not yet called upoB 
thciB. She knew that one of her parties consisted of per- 
sons whom Mr. Wortlej would have been particularly glad 
to meet, and abe watched moat anxiously for a card for him ; 
she even went so far, as in her own note of refusal to give a 
very far distant hint, thinking that Selina only required to 
be put in mind of his being in London. 

At last, only two days before they left town. Lady 
MarohBiont left her card for Mrs. Wortley, but without ask- 
ing if she was at home; and Marian, who was in the bouse 
at the time, felt the neglect most acutely. Mrs. Wortley 
Baw the bright glow of red spread all over the pale cheek, 
and was heartily sorry on her account. Agnes broke out 
into exclamations that there must be a mistake, — the ser- 
vants must have misunderstood, and she would have asked 
questions; but Marian said, in a voice of deep feeling, 
" No, Agnes, it ia no miatdie. You understand me now 
when I say Selina Marcbmont Is more of a fine lady than 
Mrs. Lyddell. But 0, I never thought she would have 
neglected yon ! " 

"Say no more, my dear," said Mrs, Wortley; "Lady 
Marcbmont must have too many engagements to attend to 
OS dull country folks. Lideed, it gives me no pain, my 
dear, escept to see it grieve you. You know she has done 
her duty by us," 

" Her duty by herself, she may think," aaid Marian, " in 
not doing what would be called rude, but not her duty by 
you; you, to whom all who ever — who ever loved ikmn, owe 
so much." 

The tears glittered in Marian's eyes, and her cheek was 
flushed. 

" Marian, my dear, cool down a little," said Mrs. Wort- 
ley ; " think how long it is since Lady Marcbmont knew us, 
and recollect that the — the causea, which you think you have 
for caring for ns, may not appear the same to her. She 
only thinks of us as dimly remembered neighbours of her 
cousin's, coming to London for a little while ; she is full of 
engagements, and has no time for us, and just follows the 
fa^ions of other people." 

" That ia it," said Marian. " How shall I ever wish her 
good-bye in charity ? " 
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They were interrupted ; and it was not till Marian was 
gone that Agnes had the satisfaction of a full outbreak o£ 
indignation at all fine ladies, and of triumpli in the impossi- 
bility of their ever spoiling her own dear Marian. 

Marian had to spend the evening with the Marchmonts, 
and she was more constrained with them at first than she 
had ever been before. Yet it was not easy to continue con- 
strained with Selina, who was perfectly unconscious that she 
had given any offence ; and the feeling was quite removed by 
half an hour's play with little Willj, who was now promoted 
to be a drawing-room child for various short intervals of the 
day. He was under a nursery governess, who let his mam- 
ma have a little more property in him. 

Selina asked about the intended journey, and thus re- 
newed Marian's feeling of the wrongs of the WortEeys; but 
when Selina scolded her for not commg ofteaer, supposed she 
had been very happy, and envied her for going to dear old 
Fern Torr, Marian began to forgive, and did so quite when 
sh w h d h II ! th m, and lamented that she 
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the joy of knowing that she should turn her back on 
the great wicked world again, and measure herself by the old 
standard of home ! And yet she trembled, lest she should 
find that the world had touched her more than she had 
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"Yes. ftlcniis nisy bo Iiind, and Tales maj 
But it Is not Iliendslitp^ kindest loolt. 



It was a bappy day for both Agnes Wortley aad Marian 
Arundel wten they again entered Devonshire, Agnes seemod 
to feel lier four weeks as serious an absence as Marian did 
her four years, and was even more rapturous in her exclama- 
tions at each object that showed her she was near home. 

They walked up tho last and steepest hill, or rather 
bounded along the well knowa side path, catching at the 
long trailing wreaths of the dogroso, peeping over the gates 
which broke the high hedge, where Marian, as she saw the 
moors, eould only relieve her heart by pronouncing to herself 
those words of Manzoiii's Lucia, " Yedo imietmonii." ("I 
see my own moimtains.") She beheld the woods and the 
chimneys of the Manor House, but she shrank from looking 
at it, and gaaed, as if she feared it waa but a moment's 
vision, at the rough cottages, the smoke curling among the 
trees, the red limestone quarry, and the hills far away in the 
summer garb of golden furze. It was homo, her hcai't was 
full, and Agnes respected her silence, 

Down the hill, along the woll-known paling, past the cot- 
tages, the deai- old faces smiling welcome; the Church, always 
the same, the green rail of the Vicarage garden, the paint 
was the only thing new ; the porch, wifli roses hanging 
thicker over it than ever; Eanger, David Chappie, Jane, the 
housemaid, all in ecstasy in their different ways.' 

That first evening was spent in visiting every nook of the 
garden with Agnes, and hearing the history of each little in- 
novation ; then, after a slight interval of sleepiness, came 
those foEd, cordial " good nights," which dwell no where but 
at home. 

She woke to the reality of a Fern Torr Sunday, not to shake 
off with disappointmout and wearinesss, the dream of sucli a 
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day. There was the piiikthonio, Jresaed iu all its garlanda, 
before her ■window, the dew lying heavy and silvery on the 
grass; tlie cart-horses enjoying their holiday in the meadow, 
the mass of blossom in the orchard, the sky above, all blue' 
ness, the air full of a delicioua quietness, as if the sunshine 
itself was repose. Marian leant out at her window, and 
wondered if it was possible she should have been so long 
away, so familiar, so natural did it all seem. 

The hurried breakfast, the walk to school, the school it- 
self, how well she knew it all, and within the school how old 
a world it was, and yet how new ! The benches, the books, 
the smiles, the eurtsies, the very nosegays, redolent of south- 
ernwood, were unchanged, but all the great good girls of her 
day, the prime first class, where was it ? Here was the first 
class still, Agnes' pride ; hut, behold, these are the little ones 
of her day, and the babies for whom she had made pink 
fi-oeks and frilled caps, now stared up in her face responsible 
beings, who could say more than half the Catechism, Her 
own little pets of school-days were grown out of knowledge 
into the uninteresting time of life, the "old age of childhood," 
and looked as if they foand it equally difficult to recognize 
" little Miss" in a lady taller than Miss Wortley. Next fol- 
lowed the walk to Church, full of meetings and greetings, 
admiration of her growth, and inquiries after Sir Gerald. 

Tes, Marian did feel like the old self : her four years' ab- 
sence was like a dream that had passed away, and was noth- 
ing to her ; she could think only of home, home thoughts and 
home interests ; the cares and the teasings, the amusements 
and the turmoils of Oakworthy and London, were as things 
far distant, which had never roally conoemed her, or belonged 
to some different state of existence. She was at home, as 
she continually said to herself; she felt as if she was in some 
way more in the presence of her parents, as if their influence 
was sheltering her, and shielding her from all external ill, as 
in the days of yore. Happy they who can return after four 
years' trial as Marian did. 

She was preparing for Confirmation ; for, to her great joy, 
she was in timo to form one of Mr. Wortley's own Book. 
He gave her half an hour every other morning ; and now 
it was that all the dif&oultiea raised in her mind in argu- 
ments with Caroline, doubts with right or wrong, or questions 
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why and wiereforo, were either solvecl or Bmoothed dowit 
Her principles were strengthen eel, her views were cleared tip', 
she learnt the reasons of I'ules she had obeyed in ignoranco, 
and perceived her own failures and their causes. 

These were her grayer hoars. At other times she read, 
drew, and studied German with Agaoa, who gladly availed 
herself of the aid of one well crammed by London masters, 
and who could not but allow, even to the credit of her 
enemies, that they had made Marian very acoomplished. 

There were long walks to every well-rememhered hill and 
doll, with further expeditions planned against the return of 
the boys, and numerous visits to old friends at the cottages 
to present Marian's gifts, which had fairly overpowered 
Saunders' powers of packing. Delightful walks, how different 
from the parade on the chalkroads, over high hedges, through 
gaps doubly fenced with thorns, scrambling, at the risk of neck 
as well as of dress, over piles of fern and ivy-covered rooks, 
oi- hopping across brooks on extemporised stepping-stones, 
usually in the very thick of some mauvais pas, discussing 
some tremendous point of metaphysics or languages and 
breaking off in it to scream at the beauty of the view, or to 
pity a rent muslin. 

Marian and Agnes talked considerably now, and, allow- 
ing for the difference in age, just as they used to do. 
Marian's fears of her own cindness and doubts of her confi- 
dence in Agnes had all melted in her native atmosphere, and 
were quite forgotten. She could speak of the LyddelLs now, 
thoQgh still she did not find fault with them, nor make com- 
plaints ; indeed, it was Agnes' abuse of them that made her 
first discover that she had a regard for them. 

This prejudice, as she began to call it, seemed to her un- 
accountable, since she had never written coraplainingly, until 
she found at last, (which made her inclined to treat it with 
more respect,) that it was founded on what Edmund had 
reported. lie had coma to Fern Torr immediately after his 
visit to Oakworthy, very much out of spirits, and had 
poured out his anxieties to his friends, talking of Mr. and 
Mrs. Lyddell with less caution than he had used with 
Marian, and lamenting over the fate of his poor little oousins 
like something hopeless. Marian thought of Gerald, and her 
Heart fwled her, then she hoped again, for Gerald was 
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coming home, and then she understood vihat Edmund had 
thought of it all, and knew that it was perfectly consistent 
with his last conversatiou with her. So she said that waa 
four years ago, and that Edmund was very kind. 

The time of Gerald's arrival carie. Chai-les and James 
Wortley preceded him by about a fortnight, and all that 
Marian saw of them made her rejoice in such companionship 
for him, Mr. Wortley drove her to meet him at Exeter, 
and never was greeting more joyful. Lionel had isent her a 
message that Oakworthy would fee as dull as ditch water 
without her, and if she did not come back before the end of 
the holidays, he should certainly be obliged to go back to 
Eton again to find something to do. Having delivered this 
message, Gerald made both his companions laugh by gazing 
about as if surprised to find Exeter still in the same place, 
and wondering at reading all the old names over the shops. 

Marian was delighted that he recognised all the torrs on 
the drive home, aad very proud of his height, his beauty, and 
his cordial, well-bred gentieraanlike manners, which gave the 
Wortleys general satisfaction. 

The first thing he did was to go out and visit his old 
pony in the paddock, patting it very afiectionately, though he 
beemed much surprised that it was so smalL 

In the evening they went to the Manor House. Marian 
had spent many hours there, sat in the empty rooms, wan- 
dered in the garden, and mused on past days, or dwelt on 
them with Agnes, and she had locked forward with great 
pleasure to having her brother there. 

She wished to have had him alone, but he asked Agnes 
and the boys to come, and tkey all set out together np the 
rocky steps, Gerald far before the rest, and when Marian 
came up to him he was standing on the lawn, at the top of 
the steps, looking at the house, 

" I thought it was larger," exclaimed he. 

" But, Gerald, see how high the magnolia has grown, 
and how nioe and smooth old Lapthorn keeps the lawn. 
Does it not look as if we had gone away only yesterday ? " 

" Tes, aad there is the little larburnum that we planted. 
How it is grown ! But how very small the house is." 

By this time the door had been opened by the old houso- 
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keeper, and Marian, running up to Ler, exclaimed, " Here he 
ia, Mrs. White I Come, come, Gerald, come and epeak to 
Mrs. White ! " 

Gerald came, but with no readiness of manner. His 
" how d'ye do ? " was shy and oold, and not at all answer- 
able to her eager, almost tearful, " Pretty well, thank you, 
Sir. It is something to see you at homo again, Sir Gerald ; 
so tall, and looking so well. 'Tis almost old times again, 
to see you and Miss Marian." 

He stood silent, and Agnes spoke. " Yes, Mrs. White, ia 
not he grown ? It does not seem to be so very long before 
we shall really hare them here for good." 

" Ah ! Miss Wortley, that is what I have always wished 
to live for ; I have always said, let me only live to see Sir 
Gerald come back, and find things in order as he left them, 
and then I would die contented." 

" No, no, live to keep his house many more years," said 
Marian. " It is foui years less now you know, Mrs, White ; 
only eight more before we shall be able to live here. For, I 
suppose you would like to have me back too." 

"I don't know Miss Marian; you will be married long 
before that, such a fine young lady as you are grown to be." 

Marian laughed and passed on into the house, sorry that 
Gerald had taken no part in the conversation. They went 
into the drawing-room,that room where he had wept so bitter- 



ly the day befoi-f 


5 his departure, 


Again his 


observation 


was, "I thou htth mw tw 


tl And 1 w 


"You ha b 


1 k 


t th 1 


d f tl 


esc ope lately G 


11 d'h 


t wth m 


w 


her tone, as h 


t 1 w 


f th b 


wn h 11 d 


muffled sofas 11 k 1 p t h 


f th 1 1 


t t 3 g 


to find a like 


th t th f 


bf h 


Th w 


the same high b 


w th m d 


k T th 


m t ght 


features, the 


b ght p m 


1 (:t Idw 


m Ik 


it, in some p 


tth hhdb btth w 


haughty, imp t 


P 


w d th 


T b W 


and lip, that f 


d p 11 1 


Ih g tl 


t 


which, to M 


p t f 1 


dt 


b t d 


towards him w th 


f Im 1 


t 1 hf 1 


ty 


Perhaps h 


w m f th 


1 £h 


P 


md, always aff t 


t w 1 dt 


pi h by 


m if tmg 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



THE TWO GUABDIANS. 135 

a, little more of the feelinga which, really still existed. He 
came and stood by her, and whispered a few earcsaing words, 
which almost compensated for the vexation his careleasnesa 
had oeoasioned. He looked earnestly at the picture fOr a 
few moments, then, turning away, suddenly exclaimed, " I 
should lilie to see tlie old dressing-room." 

This was Lady Arundel's morning room, wiiere many a 
lesson had been repeated, many a game played, and where, 
perhaps, more childish recollections centered than in any 
other part of the house. The brother and sister went 
thither alone, and much enjoyed looking into every well- 
known comer, and talking of the little events which had 
there taken place. This lasted for nearly a quarter of an 
hour, when they rejoined their companions to make the tour 
of tlie garden, &c. All was pleasant here, Gerald recol- 
lected every nook, and was delighted to find so much un- 



.s just look into the stable yai'd," said he, as they 
were coming away. It was locked, but a message to Mrs. 
White procured the key, and they entered the neat deserted 
court, without one straw to make it look inhabited, though 
the hutch where the rabbits had lived was stUl in its place; 
and even in one corner the reversed fiower-pot, which Gerald 
well remembered to have brought there to mount upon, in 
order to make investigations into a blackbird's nest, in the 
ivy on the wall. 

He now used the same flowerpot to enable him to peep 
in at the hazy window of the stable, and still more lamen- 
table was his esclamation, " Can this be all I How very 
small I " 

" Nothing but low and little, you discontented boy," said 
Agne.. ° ' 

" Why, really, I could not believe it was on such a small 
scale," said G-erald. " Marian, now is it possible there can 
be only six stalls here ? " 

" Why, what would have been the use of more ? " said 
Marian. 

" Ah ! why to be sure, there was no one to ride much," 
said Gerald. " But yet I can hardly imagine it I What 
could my father have done in his younger days? Only sis 
stalls ! And no loose bos. Well, people had contracted no- 
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tions in those daja ! And the yard so small ! Why, tho 
one at Oakworthy would make fonr of it." 

" And you had really managed to persuade yourself that 
this was a grander place than Oakworthy ? " said Marian. 

G-erald made ao answer; but after walking backwarda 
till he had a full view of tho stable and surrounding regions, 
broke out into the exclamation, " I see what ie to be done ! 
Take down that wall — let in a piece of the kitchen garden — 
got it levelled— *nd then extend it a little on the right side 
too. Yes, I see." 

" You are not talking of spoiling this place I " cried 
Agnes, in dismay. 

" Spoiling ! only making it habitable," said Gerald. 
" How can a man live here with a stable with sis stalls, and 
nothing like a kennel ? " 

The utter impossibility of such an existence was so 
strongly impressed on the mind of the young baronet, that 
as soon as tea was over te commenced a sketeh. of his future 
stables, adding various explanations for the benefit of Charles 
and James. There was almost a daily quarrel oa the sub- 
ject with Agnes, and much laughing on each side ; but Ma- 
rian, afraid of making him more determined, took no port 
in it; 

Much might happen in eight years to make him change 
his mind, and this stable in the clouds might be endured, if 
everything else had been fully satisfactory. 

Very happy were tho boys nest morning, setting off to 
the woods to study the localities of the game; very happy 
were they fishing and rabbit shooting ; very happy, gallop- 
ing over the country by turns on the two ponies ; very happy 
were the whole party in pic-nio expeditions, and in merry even- 
ing sports ; but these could not take up every hour and every 
minute; and Marian could not help observing, that while 
Charles and James could always find some work on which to 
be employed in the intervals, Gerald was idle and listless. 
There were hours in the morning when they had their Latin 
and Greek to study, while Gerald was usually loitering in 
the drawing-room. That he should voluntarily touch Latia 
jr Greek in the holidays was perhaps more than mortal could 
expect; but that he should not read anything was disap- 
pointing. Tiie vicarage afforded no periodical novels, nc 
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Blang tales of low life, no manuals of sporting. The Waver- 
ley novels lie had read long ago, and nothing of a more solid 
desorzption would he touch; so his mornings were chiefly 
spent in drawing caricatures, and chattering to his sister and 
Agnes. He was indeed very amnsing, but this was not all 
that could be desired. Now and then there were stories of 
feats wMoh did not seem likely to bo those of the best and 
wisest set of boys; and his idea of the life of a boy, if not 
of man, was plainly that it was to he spent in taking plea- 
sure and shirking work. Then he took in a sportiog paper, 
and used to entertain them with comments on the particu- 
lars of the races, and of bets, which no one in the house im- 
derstood but himself; but these were never in the presence 
of either Mr. or Mrs. Wortley, where he was on his guard. 

In these intervals of idleness, Marian tried to persuade 
him several times to write to Edmund, who would be glad 
to have a report fresh from home. He always said he would 
soon set about a letter, but the time never came, though she 
more than once arranged pen, paper, and ink in readiness for 
him. He had recently received a letter from his cousin, but 
he had torn it up, and conld not remember anything about 
the contents. 

Something between bashfulness and pride produced eon- 
duct which could not but appear lilte arrant haughtiness to 
the villagers, who had looked forward eagerly to seeing 
their young landlord. If Maiian tried to bring him to 
speak to some poor old man, his answer was, " Give him 
this half-crown, then, that will do just as well ! " and he 
walked off out of reach, while she remained to present the 
gift, and hear in answer, " Thank yo« kindly, Miss ; I 
should like to see the young gentleman himself, but I dare- 
say he does not like poor people." 

If this was the feeling where there was half-a-crown to 
sweeten the neglect, what was it where such a propitiatory 
offering was out of the question, and where the origiiiai con- 
nection had been closer, among the old servants, the depend- 
ants and tenants? His lofe^ acknowledgment of their 
bows, — ^bis short, reluctant " Good morning," when forced 
to speak, — and his willingness to escape from their presence, 
contrasted ill with the cordial greetings with which his cousin 
Edmund had always hailed each Fcra Terr person as a friend. 
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Indeed, " that nice young gentleman, Master Edmund," be- 
gan to bo recollected with regrets, which, had the Manor 
been a kingdom, migiit have amounted to treason towards 
the yowng heir. 

Marian grieved at tkis behaviour, and would have at- 
tempted to argue him out of it, but ho gave her scarcely any 
opportunity of a serious conversation; and Mr. Woi-tley 
gave him more tlian one liint, which, though he took it with 
perfect courtesy, never mended matters. Yet with all this, 
he was so agreeable, so good-natured and gentlemanlike, so 
pleasant a guest, and so affectionate a brother, that Mr. and 
Mrs. Wortley could not help liking him very much ; and if 
they saw anything amiss, they did not piwn his sister by 
speaking of it. Her mis^vinga were too vague and unde- 
termined for her to be willing to consult Mr. Wortley; if 
she thought at one time that she would, she grew so fright- 
ened and reluctant whenever an occa^on came, that she let 
it pass by; and she was divided between blame to herself 
for doing nothing, when a few words might be the rescue of 
her brother, and self-reproach for doing nim cruel injustice. 

Nay, she even defended him more than once, when Agnes 
was shocked. She protected a shirt, illustrated by his own 
hand, ia marking-ink, with cricketers, which caused infinite 
scandal to the washerwomen of Fern Torr. She defended 
slang words, which Agnes, from not understanding them, 
fancied worse thaa they really were; and she never failed to 
say he did not mean to be unkind, whenever he was neglect- 
ful of the poor people. She was displeased with herself 
afterwards for speaking in favour of these things, for she 
well knew them to be only parte of the whole system which 
grieved her; but still she could not help it. 

These thoughts were suspended by the solemn time ap- 
proaching. Her confirmation-day came, and she stood among 
the maidens of her. own home and village, who had been 
baptized in the same font, and shared with her the same in- 
structions. Simultaneously with them she pronounced her 
vow; and perhaps it was a repining thought which crossed 
her mind, — " Why am I not like these, to rcmaiw in this 
peaceful nest, not sent forth to be wearied and tried by that 
flittering world of unrest, which I thus renounce ? " 

She knelt to receive the blessing, which brought with it 
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the trust that the peace of that momeat might dwell with 
her, refresh her, and shield her " as oft as sin and sorrow 
tire." And when her eye fell on her brother, it was with 
more hope, for now she could hetter pray for him. What- 
eTer might happen, it could never hurt the memory of that 
awful yet soothing hour, nor of that first Communion when 
she knelt aear her parents' graves between Mrs. Wovtley and 
Agnes; the whole air filled with the prayers of those on 
earth and in heaven who loved her beat; nor of her walh in 
the garden afterwards with Mr. Wortley, when he plainly 
spoke to her of her life as one of peculiar trial and tempta- 
tion, and warned her how to he in the world, and yet not of 
the world. 

The nest event of the visit to Fern Torr was Saunders' 
wedding. Saunders did not love Oakworthy, stiU less Mrs. 
Lyddell, and least of all Mrs. Price, the ladies' maid; and 
when she found herself at Fern Torr again, and heard Mr. 
David Chappel renew his tender speeohes, the return thither 
became more and more difBcnlt; and one day, while plaiting 
her young lady's hair, she communicated to her with a great 
gush of tears, that, though she could not hear to think of 
leaving her, and would not on any account cause her any 
inconvenience, she began to think it was time to think about 
her marriage. 

It was a stroke to Marian to hear of losing any old 
familiar face, and her look of dismay was a great satisfaction 
to Saunders ; but she could bear it better than slie could once 
have done, and there were reasons which made a change not 
eo very much to be regretted even by her. The quai-rels 
between Saunders and the rest of the household were not 
agreeable, and what ehe now felt to be a serious evil, was 
that habit of complaining to her, and telling her stories 
against the family, of which Edmund had warned her long 
ago. She had tried to discourage it, but, once begun, it had 
never been entirely di'seontinued ; and Mai-iau felt it to be 
wrong in every way. 

She made up her mind, therefore, with greater philoso- 
phy than could have been expected, to the loss of Saunders ; 
and was further consoled by finding it gave her an opportu- 
nity of promoting a nice young Fern Torr damsel, too deli- 
cate for hard work, who had been taught dressmaking, and 
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whom Saunders undertook to instruct in the mysteries of 
the hair, quite sufficiently to carry her on till they went to 
London, and she could taJie lessons from some grand frizenr. 

Mrs. Ljddell was written to, and gave her consent to the 
hiring of Panuy, and Marian and Agnes were so delighted 
at the opening thus made for her, that Saunders would have 
been jealous if she had not lecn too happily engaged in her 
own preparations. 

As to G-erald he made a dreadful face when he first 
heard of Saundera' intentions; but as her going made no 
difference to hia comfort, he soon became resigned. Bayid 
was an old acquaintance, whom he liked because he belonged 
to the genus groom ; so he made no objection to hia sister's 
attending the wedding. He presented tho bride with a tea- 
set, splendid with gilding, and surprised every one by walk- 
ing into Mr. Wortley's kitchen in the midst of the bridal 
entertainment, and proposing the health of the happy pair. 

Marian was to return under Gerald's escort, at tlie end 
of the holidays. He was to go on to Eton, leaving her at 
the railway station, where she was to he met by tSo Lyd- 
delis' carriage. The last letter arrived, in which arrange- 
ments respecting time and train were to be finally confirmed. 
It Was, as usual, from Caroline ; and as she opened it, Ma 
riaa gave a sudden start. 

"Eh? "said Gerald, "whose mare's dead? Not Elliot's 
Queen Pomare, I hope ! " 

" Mo, but Miss Morley is going." 

" ! " cried Gerald, " I hope slio lias been reading some 
more letters." 

" Not quite," said Marian smiling. 

" Well, but is it directly ? I suppose you did not think 
she was to stay there for life ? Has she been in any mis- 
chief, that you look bo shocked ? " 

Marian really could not help discovering that she was 
not without tenderness of feeling for Miss Morley, and did 
not like to proclaim, in Caroline's strong and rather satirical 
language, across the breakfast table, that Mrs. Lyddell had 
discovered by accident that she and her pupil were in the 
habit of amusing themselves with novels which were far bet 
ter unread. After reading quickly to the end of the letter, 
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she answered, " 0, she has been reading hooks with Clara 
that Mrs. Lyddell did not approve," 

" A triumph ! a. triumph I " cried Agnes. " Now Marian 
will never attempt to defead Miss Morley again." 

"What, not the poor unfoitunate faithtul? How can 
you think me so base ? lettnned Mirian ' Besides, poor 
thing, sho really la very kind hearted and has very little 
harm in her. I dart, say it was m re Clara's fault than 

"Well done, Mjiiin sfiiluig rig! t <i.nl left! " observed 
James Worfley. 

"How long has Miss Morley been at Oakworthy?" 
asked Mrs. Wortiej. 

" She oame about a, year before we did," replied Marian. 

" Her predecessor, Miss Cameron, must have been a very 
different person; Caroline and Walter always speak of her 
with such respect." 

"Poor unfortunate!" broke out Gerald. "Well, if it 
had not been for Marian's letters, I should not have hated 
her so much. When one was making a row, she never did 
anything worse thaa say, ' Now Sir Gerald ! ' " which he gave 
with her peculiarly unauthoritative, piteous, imploring drawl. 

"There was something in that title of 'poor unfortu- 
nate,' peculiarly appropriate," said Marian, laughing, " as I 
am afraid that it is now, poor thing. She is to leave Oak- 
worthy immecliately, and I do not know that she has any 
relation but an old aunt." 

Mr. and Mrs. Wortley agreed with Marian that it was a 
melancholy case, but the others were too triumphant to be 
compassionate ; and G-erald amused Agnes half the morning 
with ludicrous storira of her inefficiency. 

Marian was thoughtful all day ; and at last, when sitting 
alone with Mrs. Wortley and Agnea, exclaimed, " Poor Miss 
Morley I 1 realty am very sorry for her; I did not know I 
liked her bo well." 

" Abaenoe is the great charm with Marian," said Agnes, 
laughing ; " we learn cow what makes her so affectionate to 
us." 

" No, but really, Agnes, when one has been living in 
constant intercourse for four years, and often receiving kind- 
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nc3S from a person, is it possible to hear of her beiDg seat 
away in disgrace and poverty without caring about it ? " 

" yes, I know; after having lived in the same house 
with a kitehea poker for fonr years, you get so attached to 
it that it gives you a paBg to part with it. No, but the 
comparison is no compliment to the poier; that is firm 
enough, at any rate, — a down cushion would bo better." 

" An attachment to a down cushion is nothing to he 
ashamed of, Agnes," said her mother. 

" And Miss Morley did deserve some attachment, in- 
deed," said Marian. " She was so ready to oblige, and she 
really did many and many a kind thing by the servants; 
.and I believe she quite denied herself, for the sake of Jier 
old aunt. Slie was not fit for a governess, to he sure; but 
that was more'her misfortune than her fault, poor thing." 

" How do you make that out ? " sMd Agnes. 

" Why, she was obliged to get her own living ; and what 
other way had she? She was educated for it, and had 
everything but the art of gaining authority." 

" And high principle," said Mrs. Wortley. 

" But," Baid Marian, growing eager in her defence, " she 
really did know right from wrong. She would remonstrate, 
and 'tell us things that were every word good and true, only 
she did it with so little force, that they were apt not to mind 
her ; and then it was no wonder that she grew dispirited, 
and sunk into poor unfortunate." 

" Yes," said Agnea, " I can understand it all ; she was 
in a situation that she was not fit for, and failed." 

" She would have been very different in another situa- 
tion, most probably," said Mrs. Wortley, " where she and 
the children were not so much left to each other's mercy." 

"Yes; Mrs. Lyddell never mended_ matters," said Ma- 
rian. " She did not back up or strengthen her, but only 
frightened her, till she was quite as ready to conceal what 
was amiss as her pupils. And that intimacy with Clara was 
a very unlucky thing ; it drew her down without drawing 
Olara up." 

" I suppose that was the origin of the catastroplie," said 
Mrs. Wortley. 

" I should think so ; they have been more alone together 
lately, for I am sure this could never have happened when 
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Cai-oline waa in the schoolroom. And her making a friend 
of Clara was no wonder, so forlorn and solitary aa she must 
have been." And Marian sighed with fellow-feeling for her. 

" An intimate, not a friend," eaid Mrs. Wortley. 

" And I could better fancy mailing a friend of Miss 
Lyddell," said Agues. "I can't eay my tete-a-t6te with 
Miss Clara laade me desire mach more of her confidence." 

" Clara is more caressing," said Marian. " I think I am 
moat fond of her, though Caroline is — ! qnite another 
thing. But what I -wanted was to ask jou, Mrs. Wortley, 
if yott thought I might write to poor Miss Morley, and ask 
if there is anything I can do for her. I can't hear to think 
of her going away without wishing her good-bye, or showing 
any feeling for her in her distress." 

" How very right and kind of jou, Blarian," exclaimed 
Agnes, " after all her injustice — " 

" I do not think it would be adyisable, my dear," said 
Mrs. Wortley; " it would seem like putting yourself in oppo- 
sition to Mrs. Lyddell, and might he pledging yourself, in a 
manner, to recommend her, which, with your opinion of her, 
you could not well do." 

" 0, no, no, except in some particular case. Yes, I sup- 
pose you are right ; but I don't feel happy to take no notice." 

" Pei'haps something may occur on your return, when you 
understand the matter more iFully ; or, at any rate, if you are 
writing to Oakworthy, you might send some message of fare- 
well, kind remembrances, or love." 

" Those aro so unmeaning and eonventional that I hate 
them," said Marian. 

" Yes, but their want of meaning is their advaolage here. 
They are merely kindly espressions of good will," 

" And thoy will mean more from you," added Agnes, " as 
you never have the civility to use them on ordinary occasions." 

" Well, I will take your advice," said Marian, " and thank 
you, Mrs. Wortley*; I only wish — " 

The wish ended in a sigh, as Marian sat down to com- 
mence^" My dear Garoline," 
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CnAPTEK XI. 

ro ^Tomen wbeu boya nre but boyfl ; 
Tea vs gi'aoe to ripep ami grow w isf. 



It certainly was quite mvolimtai'y on Agnes Wortley's part, 
but whea the time came for returning to Oakworthy, Marian 
was eonseions of more kindly and affectionate feelings towards 
it and its inhabitants than she had ever expected to entertain 
for them. She did not love Fem Torr or the Wortleya lesa ; 
she had resumed her confidence and sympathy with Agnes, 
and felt the value of Mrs. Wortley more than ever ; and it 
quite made her heart ache to think how long it wonld be 
before she saw another pui-ple hill or dancing streamlet, and 
that she should not be there to see her dear old myrtle's full 
pride of blossom. But, on the other hand, her room at Oak- 
worthy, with its treasures, was a sort of home ; and she looked 
forward to it gladly, when once she was out of sight of the 

The train had stopped and gone on again from the last 

station before that where they were to leave it for Oakworthy, 

when Gerald, coming across to the seat by her side, said, 

" Marian, I say, can you lend me a couple of pounds ? " 

" Why, Gerald, what can you want with them ? " 

"Never mind; only bo a good girl, and let me have 

" You had plenty of money when you came to Fern 
Torr. How could you have got rid of it all ? " 

" Come, come, Marian, don't be tiresome. Haven't I 
had to give to all the old women in tho place ? " 

" But do you really mean that you have no money ? " 

" yes, I have some, but not what I want. ComCj 1 
know you keep California in your pocket. What harm can it 
do yoa ? " 

After all Marian's presents at Fern Torr, it was not quite 
aa convenient, as Gerald fancied, to part with two pounds; 
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but that was not the best motive to put forward, nor was it 
her reason for hesitating, 

"I don't know whether it is right; that is the thing, 
Gerald." 

" Eight ! why where is the right or wrong in it ? " 

"I am afraid it may do jou harm," said she, in a trem- 
bling, doubtful voice. 

" Stuff I I'll take care of that 1 " 

" If jou would only tell me what you want it for ? " 

" I tell you, Marian, I can't do without it; I don't know 
what I shall do, if you won't give it to me." 

'' Debts ! Gerald, you have not got into debt ? " 

" Well, and what do you look so scared about ? Do you 
think they will kill me ? " 

" 0, Gerald, Gerald, this proves it all." 

"It? wbat?"said Gerald. "Come, don't be so like a 
girl ! I have not been doing any thing wrong, I tell you, and 
it is all your fault if I can't get clear." 

" With such an allowance as you have, Gerald, how 
could you ? And how could you throw about moaey at home, 
when you knew you were in debt ? " 

" You talk as if I had been ruining my wife and ten 
small children," cried Gerald, impatiently. " A fine fusa 
about making a few pounds stand over till nest half. But 
you women go headlong at it; never see the rights of a thing. 
So, you won't ? Well, it is your doing now 1 " 

■ " I can't see any end to it," said Mai-iac, reflectingly. 
" If I thought you would make a resolution — but you will be 
without money at all, and how are you to got through this 
half? 0, Geraldl better write to Mr. Lyddell at once, and 
he will set you straight, and you can begin fresb." 

Gerald made a face of utter contempt. The steam whistle 
was heard ; they were stopping. " There is an end of it, 
then/' said be, angrily. " I did not think you had been bo 
ill-natured ; it is all your fault, I teli you. I thought you 
cared for me." 

This was dreadful; Blarian's purse was in her hand, and 
she began " Gerald dear, anything but that 1 " — ^when they 
found themselves close in front of tbe station, and Lionel 
pulling at the door of their carriage, and calling fiercely to 
the porter to itnlock them. 
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Caroline was standing on the platform, and there waa a 
tumult of greetings and inq^uLries for luggage to be taken out 
and put in, Gerald ran to see that his goods were separated 
from his sister's; Lionel shook hands with Marian, and 
scolded her for staying away all the holidays ; roared to the 
porter that his portmanteau was for Slongh, then turned 
again to say, " TouVe heard of poor unfortunate, Marian?" 

The bell rang; Gerald ran back; Marian knew she waa 
weak, but could not help it, — she squeezed tho two sovereigns 
into his hand, and was comforted for the moment by his af- 
fectionate farewell. Lionel and he threw themselvea into 
their carriage, and were whisked off. 

"There 1 " said Caroline. "Jifow come along. 0, I am 
so glad you are come; I have so much to say." 

Marian oonld not dwell on Gerald ; she put her arm with- 
in Caroline's, looked back to see Fanny safe under the care 
of an Oakworthy footman, and soon waa in the carriage, 

" Well, Caroline ; and how is every one ? " 

" Pretty well, considering the revulsion of ideas we have 
all undergone. Poor Miss Morley left plenty of farewells 
for you. You can't think how pleased she was with your 

" Poor thing ! Wtere is she ? " 

" At her aunt'a ; she went on Monday. Mamma was im. 
patient to have it over. You know her ways." 

Marian knew that this intimated that Caroline thought 
her mother had not heea kind ; and she doubted whether to 
continue her inquiries ; but Caroline was too eager to tell, to 
wait for questions, and proceeded : — " There had been dissatis- 
faction for a long time, as I believe you may have guessed ; 
mamma thought Clara backward, and w tm wh t Miss 

Morley calls ' the aolid ; ' and at last, com si d 1 nly nto the 
schoo)joom at twelve o'clock one fine d y 1 f d ason 
good, for they were very comfortably 1 M Eugene 
Sue." 

" 0, Caroline, impossible 1 " 

" Too possible," said Caroline, " though I would not be- 
lieve it at first. However, they did not know what it was when 
they began, and were afterwards too much bewitched with 
the story to leave off; and as they felt it was yfrong, they 
read it tho more constantly to get it over faster," 
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' But how in the world could tkey get such a book ? " 
' From the circulating library. It appears that they 
found the evenings rather dull in London this spring, whea 
we were all out, and so hegan a, little secret hiring, which 
was continued at Oatwortiiy, and with a worse choice of 
books." 

" That she should bo so little to be trusted ! " 

" Nay, Marian, who could live with her half-an-hour in 
the schoolroom, and think she could ? " 

" Certainly, she often puzzled me when first I came." 

" And you never saw the worst. You always kept order, 
after you came." 

" 0, Caroline, what nonsense I " 

" Yes, indeed you did. I do assure you that, scores of times, 
the knowledge that your great eyes were wondering at nie 
has kept rae from bullying Mies Morley into letting me do 
what I knew to be wrong, I could persuade her and deceive 
myself, but I could not persuade you ; and then all the rest 
weEt for nothing, because you were swe to be right." 

" It is very easy to see the right for other people," said 
Marian, with rather a sad smile. 

" Yes, ooly other people don't mind that, unless you do 
the right for yourself; and that is the thing in you, Marian. 
If you had said anything, I should not have minded it half 
so much; but your 'I don't know,' cut mc home." 

" I am sorry — " 

" No, don't be sorry, for I am glad. If you had jiot come 
before all the good of Miss Cameron had gone off from me, 
whtt should I have been f 0, Marian, I am very ^Kd you 
aie come back , I did not know I liked jou half so well till 
jou were gone" 

' I am sine I might say the same, ilmobt whi^pned 
M n a clitked tone, under hei bonnet Uiiulme 

ght t up eigerly, and seizing hoi by both hands, ex 
I d toopmg toiwaid to peep at her face, ' Marim, 
M la do you say so? And are you leallynot so vciy 
B bl at coming back to us ? " 

A t , one of Marian's very reluctant tears, actually 
h d f m her eye, and with a hard struggle to speiJi, slie 
' """ " ' sv can you say so ? You are so very kind 
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" And do you not hate ua ? " said Cai'olino, witli an arch 
look of delight, tKen softened into something of mournfuiness. 
" Nay, I did not mean that ; but yon can hear to he with us 
aft«r your own Agnes, — after those good people, — aft«r such 
ahomeasFemToiT?" 

" 0, Caroline, this is very unlike my first coming to 
you ! " 

" Tes, I know we were not kind ; we were not as wo ought 
to have heen to you." 

"No, no, no; I was stiff and disagreeable; I would not 
ha pleased," said Marian, forgetting ail coldness but her own. 

"No wonder. 0, Marian," and Caroline's voice trem- 
bled, " no one knows better than I do how much there ia to 
be lamented in our ways of going on, — ^how different mir 
house ia from Fern Torr." Marian could not say no, " You 
were too good for us ; you are still. I would not see yon like 
us ; but if we eoold make you comfortable enough to think 
Oakworthy not an exile, but something like a home, how glad 
I should be I " 

Marian laid her hand on Caroline's arm ; and, with aa 
effort that cost her a spasm in her throat, she said, "You 
have I " Not another word could she get out; but this was 
enough. Caroline kissed her for the first time in her life, 
except at the formal partings at bedtime, and there were tears 
on both their faces. After a time, Caroline broke into the 
flood of thoughts in her cousin's mind, by saying, playfully, 
" When folks are missed, then they are mourned, people say ; 
and 1 am sure you deserve the compliment, for till you were 

gme, I never knew your value. How many silly fancies of 
lai-a's have flourished, for want of your indifference to put 
them down I How stupid it has been not to have you to 
read with, or talk to I How lonely the drawing-room has 
been, and nothing but nocsenso if I went to the schoolroom. 
And then the boys, — Ijionel has been so unruly there was no 
bearing it, and grumbling for you erery day ; and Johnny, — 
0, Marian, do you know it is settled that Johnny goes to sea, 
after ail ? " 

" Johnny ! I know he wished it, but I thought Mrs. Lyd- 
dell never would make up hor mind to it." 

" Ah ! there have been storms ia the higher quarters," 
said Caroline, with would-be gaiety. " You are very lucky 
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to liavQ been away all this time, for it tag been by no means 
a Borone sky. Yoa know," she proceeded witli gravity, 
" they say the times are bad ; well, in the midst of papa's 
vesation at the tenants a,ating for a reduetion of rent, in 
came a ■whole lot of Elliot's long bills, which made papa lec- 
ture Walter and me one whole eyening on economy, and 
caused him to be extremely annoyed with cTorything and 
everybody, and to eay mamma must give itp her opposition 
to Johnny's being a sailor; and I never saw mamina take 
anything so really to heart. It has been very uncomfort- 
able; and in the midst came this business of poor Miss 
Morley, who had rather harder measure in consequence." 

" Poor little woman 1 Well, she was very good-natured," 
said Marian, glad to turn the conversation from this account 
of family matters, not given in the plei^antest style, but 
rather as if Caroline was trying to conceal lier real feelings 
by an air of satire. 

" She was like a child in authority. Tou see, we, who 
know her well, never think of blaming her as if she bad 
originated the mischief; while mamma, who never did know 
her, cannot be persuaded that she simply yielded to Clara." 

" That is not exactly the object one desires in a gov- 
erness," said Marian. " Well, poor thing ! and how is Clara ? 
ja she very sorry?" ■ 

" I really can hardly tell. I have been vexed with Clara 
myself, to tell you the troth ; for I thought she acted shab- 
bily. The blame passed over her, and lighted on Miss Mor- 
ley ; and she did not stretch out a hand to help her. Now 
Clara knew that it was wrong to read those books, just as well 
as you or I ; indeed, it was all her doing ; and I could not 
bear to see, her thinking herself innocent, and led into the 
scrape by Miss Morley. She did cry excessively, ajid was 
very unhappy when she found Miss Morley was really going, 
and the parting was heart-rending; but then the very nest 
day, in spite of their confidential friendship, she began to 
disclose the poor woman's follies one after another, till I am 
quite tired of hearing of tliera. I'hey must have grown 
much worse than they were in our time. I never knew then 
that she was always fancying people were in love with her." 

" T wonder what she will do ! " 

" She would not be a bad governess whore the mother 
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looked after the children. "Well, I liopo she \TilI soon get 
another Bituation, poor thing ! " 

" Yes, indeed, for I am. afraid sho never saved any- 
thing." 

" 0, BO, she frittered all her money away, and always 
was poor at quarter-day ; and she has only that old aunt to 
take care of her." 

" Poor tking, poor thing ! If she would hut have been 
firmer. And is Clara to have another governess ? " 

" No, mamma thinks her too old ; but I am sure I tope 
alio is to develope more. I do not think you or I were like 
her at fifteen," 

" I think," said Marian, meditatively, " that Miss Mor- 
ley and Clara helped what— was not wise iu each other." 

" Yes, that is my liope, — that when Clara is out of her 
influence, she may grow wiser. People's minds do grow at 
different times, you know. Poor little Clara 1 I want Wal- 
ter to talk to her, but it is hard to bring about ; for they 
seem to have no common subject. Ours is a very odd house- 
hold ; we all go our own ways in our own worlds. Papa and 
mamma each have their way ; and Elliot his way. Walter 
stands alone too ; then I am a sort of connecting-link be- 
tween the schoolroom set and mamma, — ^yes, and with Walter 
too : while the three boys are a party by themselves. 0, 
Marian, no wonder you did not like us." 

" Say no more of that, pray, Caroline." 

She made no answer, but after a pause, suddenly ex- 
claimed, " Nothing would matter, if it was not for Elliot. 
He is the root of all that has gone wrong." 

" Is he at home ? " 

"No; bo wont last week, and the storm lulled then. 
0, Marian, I am weary of it all I But it is one comfort 
that you are come." 

Caroline certainly looked very much harassed, and her 
words showed that every one had been out of temper, and 
she had been obliged to bear it all. Marian was very sorry, 
and felt quite fond of her, as she answered, with a kind tone, 
" Thank you." 

" Walter has been the only comfort ; but then he has 
been very unhappy too. I am afraid he knows more and 
worse of Elliot than he chooses to tell me. And then he is 
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BO busy, — going up for his degree, you know, after the vaca- 
tion, and so neryous about it, that I have not liked to talk 
to him about anything tiresome, because, poor fellow, he is 
quite worried enougli already. Well, but now tell me about 
pleasanter things — your pretty Agnes, how is she ? and Grer- 
ald ? — I wanted to have seen more of him. Was not be in 
glory?" 

" O, yea," said Marian, as a pang shot through her at 
this recall of ber anxieties. 

" And tell me the whole story of Saunders' wedding." 

The two cousins bad so much to say, that the long 
reaches of white chalk road and the bare downs had hardly 
time to pain Marian's eye ; and she was surprised so soon to 
find berseK in the well-known street of Oakwortby. 

It was not a hopeful prospect with wbicb to return, after 
so happy a summer as she bad spent ; and yet a degree of 
trouble gave Marian a kindlier feeling towards the tyd- 
doUs. If it bad not been for Gerald, she would have arrived 
at Oakworthy in a bright temper. Even now the discontent 
had been expelled by flie dispositions fostered by Mr. Wort- 
ley ; and if there was a weight on her, it was not a bur- 
then of Mlflsb repining, — the worst burthen of all. That 
Caroline had really missed ber, — that Caroline loved her, — 
was a discovery tbat warmed ber heart, and inclined her 
more tban all before to look kindly on Oakworthy, when she 
drove up to tbe door, and met Clara in the hall. 

Clara bung upon her, and overwhelmed her with kisses; 
Mrs. Lyddcll received ber just as sbe bad done before ; and 
Walter shook hands cordially, as if be was very glad to see her 
again. The talk went on about visits and engagements, and 
each moment made Marian feel that ber Sunday world bad 
passed from her, and ber workday world begun again. 

Clara camo to her room with ber, partly to see her new 
maid, and partly to talk with her about Miss Morley ; but 
Marian, not wishing to have Eanny immediately astonished 
by ber random way of talking, gave a sort of stem look and 
sign, which silenced poor Clara on that subject. There were 
plenty more, however, and she talked on fast; indeed, Ma- 
rian bad not two minutes alone that whole evening, till, 
somewhere towards half-past eleven, her cousins bade her a 
final good-night. 
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Sto had time at last to think over that pai-tiag with Cfer> 
aid, which had hung heavily on her all this time, withont her 
heiDg able to enter upon the euhject with herself. What did 
it mean ? "Was it bo very had a sign ? Did it really confirm 
all her fears ? or was it not possible that he might have got 
into some chance difficulty ? Might he not be careless aad 
extravagant, withont being seriously in fault? Yes; but 
this WM but of a piece with other things which she had ob- 
served. Alone, it might not have been so alarming; but 
even apart from this, she could not be quite happy about 
him, after all she had observed. And had she been weak? 
had she done what was bad for him? 0, for some oae 
to consult I — some one uuder whose charge to put him ! 
Was it her own fault that she had missed the opportunity 
with Mr. Wortley ! 

To pray for him was all that could be done, and it in 
some degree stUled that aching feeling in her heart. Tet, 
whenever she woke in the night, she seemed to hear Caro- 
line saying, " If it was not for Elliot 1 " with a foreboding 
that " If it was not for Gerald 1 " might be on her tongue in 
the same manner, for the rest of her life. 

Every time Gerald's name was mentioned, there was a 
pang ; every time she thought of him in solitude, the fear 
and anxiety gained strength. Consciousness of ignorance 
added to its poignancy; and young aa she was, it would be 
hard to describe how maoh suffering she underwent in secret, 
night after night, as she lay awake, in her perplexed mu- 
ainga on that one absorbing thought. Yet they were like 
those vague nightly terrors of wolves, darkness, or mysteri- 
ous horrors, from which little children often suffer so much, 
without revealing them, and entirely shake off by day ; for 
Marian awoke in the morning to cheerfiilneas and activity, 
with spirits undepressed, full of interest in things around ; 
and only when reminded of her fears, secretly wincing at 
the sudden throb of pain. 

Marian's days were more at her own disposal than for- 
merly. She might do as she pleased all the morning, — sit 
in her own room, and choose her own occupation ; and she 
was just beginning to think over two or three bright plans 
of usefulness. She would make a series of copies, from 
prints, of Scripture subjects, for the Fern Torr children ; 
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bIio would translate sorae stories for them, and she liad de- 
vised many otter things to be done j when Caroline one day 
said to her, " Maiian, I don't know if it is asking a great 
deal, hut if yon could sit with us sometimes in tie morning, 
it would be a great gain. Mamma wants mo to read with. 
Clara. Now, you know I have bo authority ; and doing it 
for a lesson, as if it was for Clara's good, will only make 
her hate it, and pay no attention at all. But if we read to- 
gether, as if it was for our own benefit, she will join in, and 
ttiak it a womanly thing." 

Marian smiied at the ingenuity of the scheme, suck as 
she would have been a great deal too awkward, as well as 
too straightforward ever to devise. It was a case where " no " 
eould not have been said, but there were many ways of act- 
ing a no ; aud Marian was so sorry to give up the Scripture 
drawings, the idea of which had greatly delighted her when 
proposed, by Agnes, that she had it in her heart to have 
baiied out of it as often as she eould. A little thought, 
however, convinced her, that to help Caroline's plans for her 
sister's good was tho foremost duty, that to avoid it would 
be positive wrong and unkindneas ; so ate resolved to lend 
herself to it with all her might, even though Agues might 



And pray, why should Agnes be disappointed 1 Why 
were the drawing and reading incompatible ? Marian had 
taught herself to think it impossible to do anything for Fern 
Torr, in public, for fear of being laughed at, or observed 
upon; and these drawings, which were of sacred subjects, 
and further involved some alterations of her own, would, she 
thought, be worse than any. She mused a long time whe- 
ther this was right feeling or foolish bashftJness, and decided 
at last that it was a little of the former trying to justify a 
great deal of the latter, and that Caroline and Clara were 
not the same thing as Miss Morley and all the boys ; so with 
an effort, which, considering the occasion, was almost absurd 
i» its magnitude, she brought her portfolio down, began to 
draw, and did not experience anythb^ unpleasant in conse- 
quence. It was one of her first practical lessons in the fan- 
cifulness of her shyness. Her cousins took interest in what 
she was about, admired, and helped her to hunt iip subjects 
to make her series complete ; indeed tlio tlu-co girls were 
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exceedingly comfortatle together, and a pleasant, mutual 
good-feeling constantly grew between them. Clara was cer- 
tainly becoming less childish and silly when uo longer nomi- 
nally under the authority of Miss Morley, and the confidante 
of all her follies, but the companion of two sensible girls, 
young and bright enough to enter into all the liveliness about 
her that was not silliness and a great deal that was, and to 
drive away some of her nonsense by laughing at it. 

The mornings were thus pleasant and aatisfaetory, the 
afternoons were less certain to be agreeable. If there was a 
ride, it was delightfiJ, if a walk, it was all very well ; but 
there was a third contingency, to which Marian had become 
liable, of being carried forth with her green card-ease on a 
morning visiting expedition by Mrs. Lyddell, and this was 
one which rec[uired all her powers of resignation, though the 
misfortune was much more imaginary than real. 

There were three chances of the way of spending the 
evening too. The first, the family party alone, this was 
pretty well, and though not charming, was by fiir the best; 
Mrs. Lyddell's talt was agreeable, and to sit with Caroline, 
and perhaps with the addition of Walter, at the small table, 
working, reading, and talking, was as quiet and comfortable 
a way of passing the time aa might be. A dinner party at 
home was next oest, for she had her own quiet corners of 
conversation, and Walter would sometimes come and taie 
shelter there too, and get into a talk, as well as if the room 
were empty of company, sometimes better, because hia 
mother eould not heai him, and he was never so backward 
in telling his real mind, as in her hearing. Worst of all was 
a party from home, where she knew few persons, and dis- 
liked all she knew. 

tinhappily, this was generally her feeling towards all the 
neighbourhood; and though it may seem to be a strong ex- 
prcssioB, it is scarcely too much to say that in Marian's 
habitual frame she looked on every one that could be con- 
sidered as company in the light of natural enemies, leagued 
to prevent her waJlis and rides, to tease her, and to spoil her 
evenings. 

This was partly the result of her constitutional shyness, 
but it would Lave gone off, by this time, if she had not fos- 
lered it by imbibing Lady Marchmont'a 
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rian would Lave Tieen ehooked to realize how sho dcspiseci 
and scorned her a«3C|ijaiBtaace — why ? the answer would have 
been hard to find — hecause they were company — because 
they were the world — because they were Mrs. Lyddell's so- 
ciety — because she was superior ? How or why ? She dis- 
dained them all, without knowing it, and far less knowing 
why. She complied scrupulously with every rule of formal 
politeness, and had become a tolerable mistress, by rote, of 
such common-place small talk as served to fulfil lier part, 
and make her not feel herself absurd, but this was all; she 
would not let herself be pleased or amused, she would not 
open her eyes to anything good or agreeable about the 
people, except a very few favoured ones, chiefly clergymen 

It was very wroEg, it was Maiian's one great fault at this 
period of her life, and it had the effect of making her almost 
disliked. Clara had scarcely said too much in telling Agnes 
that her pride was often remarked, for Mrs, Lyddell's neigh- 
bours were just the people to fancy pride where it was not, 
especially where the rank was superior to their own. Tall, 
handsome, and outwardly self-possessed, Miss Arundel did 
not gaincredit, from superficid, observers, for shyness, and 
was looked upon as a very haughty ungracious girl, while it 
was whispered that Mrs. Lyddell had had a great deal of 
trouble with her. 

The autumn passed on in this manner, and towards its 
close, Elliot returned from shooting in Scotland, and an- 
nounced that his friend, Mr. Faulkner, was coming to Oak- 
worthy, to look at an estate, which was for sale in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

Mrs. Lyddell was pleased, and questioned her son about 
Mr. Faulkner's thousands aryear; then turning to Marian, 
said, 

" Surely, Marian, you know him ; I heard of your meet- 
ing him and Lady Julia at Lady Marchmont's." 

" Yes," said Marian, with her iaee of rigidity. 

" Ah ! yes, to be sure, he told me so," said Elliot. 

" Any one but Mai'ian would be impatient to know what 
he said of her," said Caroline. 

" Do you want to know yourself, Caroline ? " said Elliot ; 
■' shall I tell you ? " 
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Yes, do," said Caroline, in her curiosity, forgetting that 
Marian might he pained. 

" Ah ! you ought to be warned if you want to set your 
cap at him, for she has forestalled you. Let me see, what 
was it he said ? 0, that Lady Marehmont would scarcely 
he alone in her glory long, for, for such as liked the style of 
thiug, her cousin was as perfect a piece of carTing iu white 
marble as he ever had seen." 

White marble was certainly not the comparison for Ma- 
rian's cheeks at that moment ; it was pain and horror to her 
even to hear that she Lad been spoken of between Elliot and 
Mr. Faulkner, and to be told it in this manner, in public, waa 
perfectly dreadful. She could neither sink under the table 
nor run away, so with crimson face and neck, she kept her 
post on the sofa, and every one saw she was intensely an- 
noyed. Elliot, who had told it in a mischief-making spirit, 
fancying he should make hia sister jealous, walked away, 
amusing himself with the notion that he had sown the 
dragon's teeth ; Caroline was very sorry to have caused such 
painful blushes, yet was proud to hear of Marian's being 
admired; and Mrs. Lyddell said not a word, but worked on 
with a jerk at her thread, trying to persuade herself that 
she was not vexed that, as Elliot said, her daughter had 
been forestalled. 

Marian did not recover herself sufficiently to say one 
word about Mr. Faulkner till she was in her own room, and 
then when Caroline eame, to pity her for her bbshes, and 
apologize for having occasioned them, she said, " ! how I 
wiali he waa not coming ! " 

" Why, don't you like him in return for hia admira- 

" He is a horrible man ! " said Marian. 

" Horrible, and why ? What has ho done to you ? I am 
sure you are very ungrateful." 

"Don't talk of it," aaid Marian, blushing furiously 
again, then reeolleeting that she might give rise to a sus- 
picion that he had already said something to her, she added, 
" I don't — I don't mean anything about that nonsense," 

" Well, but what do you mean ? Is it really anything 
more than his being Elliot's friend, and having dared 
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" No, but Caa'dine, don't say anytliing about it ; it waa 
what I heard about him at the Maj'ckmoiita." 

" what ? " 

"It does not seem fair to tell how they talked over their 
guests, so don't repeat it again, pray." 

" Ton seem to £nd it like having a tooth drawn. Well ! 
I am awom to seoreoy. I won't tell a living creatuve." 

"I am sure I know hardly anything, only that Loi-d 
Marchmont thinks very badly of him, and was quite sorry 
he had been asked to dinner. And he spoke of his having 
taken up Germanism, and oh ! Caroline, for a man's faith to 
be unsettled is the worst of all, for then thoro is nothing 
to fall baok upon." 

Caroline stood by Marian's fire, looking thoughtful for 
some moments. " Yes," she said, "you and Walter are in 
the same mind there, but it is not like what I was brought up 
to think. Miss Cameron used to teach ns that the being in 
earnest in believing was the thing rather than the form of 
faith." 

" 0, Caroline, that cannot be right. We have been 
commanded to hold one form of faith, and it must be wrong to 
set up another and hold it." 

" Tes, but if people are not clear that only one was given 
to every one, and that just aa we say it is ? " 

" Then it ia very bad of them I " said Marian indignantly, 
" for I am sure the Bible is quite clear — one faith — the form 
of sound words — the faith once delivered to the samts." 

" I am quite clear about it," said Caroline. 

" 0, of course," said Marian, looking at her with a sort 
of alarm at her speaiing of the possibility as regarded her- 
self of not being dear, 

" But if people are not clear, what are they to do ? " 

"I don't know," said Marian, quickly; " only I hope I 
shall never have anything to do with such people ; I can't 
judge for them ; I had rathor not think about them; it is of 
no use." 

" Of no use — what, not if you could do such a person 

" Only in this way," said Marian, taking up her Prayer 
Book, and turning to t]ie CoHeet for Good Friday. 
" Yes, but trying to convince ? " 
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" I should be afraid." 

" Afraid ! Marian, I am sure nothing could hurt jour 

" I would not try," said Marian, shaking her head sadly 

" Bat at that rate no one ever would he converted ? " 

" You forget that there are clergymen." 

" Yes, hat other people have done good." 

" yes, but not women by argumg, no, no, Caroline, 
we never ought to put our weakness fontard, as if it could 
guard the truth. You know the wrong side may find stronger 
arguments than we are ahle to do — mind I don't say than 
can be found — of course truth ia tJie strongest of all, but we 
may he overpowered, though the truth is not. We women 
should not stand out to argue for the truth any more than 
we should stand out to fight as champions in the right 
cause." 

" And ia this tho reason you never would argue ? " 

" I don't know — I mean no, it was only because I had 
nothing to say ; I inew when a thing was right, but could 
not tell why, and the more you a^ked, the more I did not 
know." 

" And do you know now ? " 

" Sometimes," said Marian, " not often, but Mr. Wortley 
taught mc some things, and one grows up to others. But I 
aould never explain even when I know." 

" For instance — " said Caroline, laughing. 

" that came, I don't know how. Have 1 said so much?" 

" A great deal that is very nice. Good night, Marian," 
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CHAPTER XII. 



Mb. FArLKHBR came at the time appointed, and Caroline, 
who had kept Marian's counsel, accordiog to promise, was 
very ourioua to seo how they would behave towards each 
other. As to Marian, she was just what might he expected, 
— more coid, distant, and stately than she had ever hecn to 
the most vulgar of Mrs, LyddeU'a acquaintance. She gave 
a chilling bend to repel his attempt at shaking hands, made 
replies of the shortest when he tried to taffi: to her, and 
wonld not look up, or put on the slightest air of interest, at all 
the entertaining stories he was telling at dinner. 

The others were all extremely pleased witli him. Elliot 
had never before brought home so agreeable a friend ; a per- 
son who could talk of anything but hunting and racing was 
a new thing among his aoquaintanoo, and every one was loud 
in his praise, Caroline, from having been prejudiced 
against him by Marian's history, was more surprised than 
the others : and scolded Marian, in the evening, for not hav- 
ing told them how very agreeable he was. 

" I never can tkink any one agreeable when I know there 
is hoUowneaa within," said Marian. 

" I suppose Lord Marohmont knows," said Caroline, in a 
tone of annojanae and of a little doubt ; and there the con- 
versation ended. 

Few people were ever more agreeable than Mr, Faulkner. 
He had read everything, travelled everywhere, and was full 
of conversation suited to every one. If Mai'ain had not 
heard Lord Marchmont's account of him, sho must have liked 
him; but knowing what she did, ske could and would 
not : looking at him something as Madame Cottin's Ma- 
tilde first looked at Malek Adel, and not sufEcring her- 
self to lose any of her horror. For the first day or two her 
frigidity was something wonderful, as she found him inclined 
to make attempts to cultivate her acquaintance ; but she 
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took part in a conversation ia which he was engaged, and her 
coldest air came over her whenever he approached. And it 
was well for her she could bo so ; for he stayed more than a 
fortnight, decided on hujing the estate of High Down, and 
was asked to come again and make his head-c[Tiartera at Oak- 
woithy, while superintending the alterations. All wero sor- 
ry when lie went ; even tie boys, whoso first holiday week 
had been rendered very agreeable by his good nature. 
Johnny and Gerald vied with each other in his praise, heap- 
ing together a droll medley of schoolboy panegyrics ; and 
Marian, not wishing to tell them of her objections, allowed 
that he had been very kind to them. 

The Christmas holidays passed, and left no change in the 
impression on her mind regarding Gerald ; only ^o heard 
no news of her two sovereigns, aad he did not so much as 
give her the opportnnity of speaking to him alone. The 
heartache was growing worse than ever, and she was begin- 
ning to have a sort of desperate feeling that she would — she 
would — do she knew not what — write to Mr. Wortley — write 
more strongly to Gerald than she had ever yet dared to do — 
when one morning, a foreign looking letter arrived, in hand- 
writing she knew full well, though it had never before been 
addressed to herself. There was company staying in the 
house, and Marian was not sorry it was impossible to read it 
at the breakfast table. 8ho did not know what she was eat- 
ing or what she was saying, and ran away with it as soon as 
she could, to enjoy it in her own room. A letter from Ed- 
mund! Could it be possible, or could it — disappointing 
thought ! — be only some enclosure for her to forward. In 
alarm at the idea, she tore it open. A long letter, and quite 
certainty to herself ; for there stood the three welcome words, 
' My dear Marian." She glanced hastily down the first page, 
to make sure that there was nothing &C matter ; but no, it 
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was all tight — lie wrote in his own lively stylo. He bogan by 
saying it was BO long sinoe he had heard from England, that 
he was growing afraid he was forgotten, and felt veiy small 
when the post came in, and brought Bomething for every one 
but him ; and he was going to try a fresh person, since he 
was growing desperate, and had sent appeals in vain to aU 
his correspondents. lie asked many questions about home 
friends, and about Marian herself ; and then told much to 
interest her about his own doings, his way of living, and his 
hunting expeditions, with all the strange wild beasts with 
which they had made him acquainted, and he concluded thus : 
— " I hope yon will write soon, and that you will be able to 
give me a flourishing account of Gerald. His silence may 
mean nothing, bat it may also mean so much, that to hear he 
is going on particularly well would be double satisfaction 
J t t p sent. Therefore with a view to what passed in 
1 6 walk at Oakworthy, tell me if you are completely 
t fi d w th regard to him." 
It w a ray of light upon all Marian's perplexities; 
t w nj, her what course to take, and filling her with hope. 
H nfilence in Edmund's power of setting everything 
right was still unchanged, and when Gerald's case was fully 
before him, he would know how to jndge, and what to do; 
it would all be safe and off her mind. She felt sure that 
this had been the very reason of his writing ; and fidl of 
gratitude, and infinitely relieved, she opened her desk, as if to 
answer was the easiest and most comfortable thing in the 
world. 

She did not, however, get on quite as fast aa she ex- 
pected ; she dreaded equally the saying too much, or too little, 
— ^the giving Edmund actually a bad impression of hei- poor 
Gerald, or letting him think that there was no oause for 
anxiety. Then she thought the best way would be merely 
to give the facts, and let him draw bis own concluaions; but 
these facts were in themselves trifles light as air, and it 
seemed unkind to send them across half the world. She left 
off trying to write, and resolved to give herself time for con 
sideration; but time only made her more perplexed. She 
waited a week, wrote at last, and as soon as her letter was 
fairly gone, thought of forty different ways of saying the 
thing better and more justly, dwelt again and again on each 
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line that could convey a false impression one way or the 
other, and reproached herself by turns for having spoken 
diaadvantageously of her dear affectionate brother, and for not 
having let her cousin fairly see the full extent of the miscHefi 
On the whole, however, she was much happier now that it 
was all ia Edmund's hands; so much so, that when Mr. 
Faulkner came again, she could not be quite so etiff; and 
being entirely relieTcd from the fear of his taking notice of 
her, could do him the favour of laughing when he told any- 
thing amusing. 

Winter and early spring came and went ; the Easter holi- 
days brought Gerald home, and she tried again in vain to 
get him to write to Edmund ; but she could bear it hotter 
now that she had hopes. 

They went to London, and Marian was carried into the 
midst of all the gaieties supposed to befit her age and sitnar 
tion. Mrs. LyddeU would have thought herself very far 
from " doing her justice," if she had not taken her to all the 
halls and parties in her way ; and Marian was obliged to sub- 
mit, and get into the carriage, when she had much rather have 
gone to bed. 

She put off the expectation of much enjoyment till Lady 
Marehmont should come, and her arrival took place unusually 
late that season. She had not been well, and little 'Willie 
had been somewhat ailing ; so that the bringing him into 
London air was put off as long as possible. It waa not till 
the latter part of May that she came, as she had always pro- 
mised to do, in time for Marian's presentation at court, on 
which both she and Mrs. Lyddell were hent ; and Marian 
ready to endure it, by the help of a few romantic thoughts 
of loyalty. The day after Lady Marehmont arrived, she 
called at Mrs. Lyddell's and came in, as she generally did 
once in a year. After her visit was over, she asked Marian 
to come and take a drivn , and no sooner where they in tie 
carriage, than she exclaimed, "A nice looking girl, that Miss 
Lyddell I Is she the one who is to marry Mr. Faulkner ? " 

" 0, Selinal how could you have heard such nonsense ? " 

" What, is it to be denied ! It is not settled, then ? " 

" No, nor ever will be." 

""Why, surely the man has been spending months at 
Oakwortliy." 
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" Only weeks; besides, he was buying a tonse," 

" A very proper preliminary to a wife " 

" 0, no, nOj it is impossilile ! " 

" But why ? Perhaps you know some good reason to the 
contrary ; for I heard he admired yoa very much when he met 
you last year." 

" Don't say suoli things, Selina, How could you fancy it 
possible, after all the horrid things Lord Marchmont said of 

" What is impossible, my dear ? That he should thint 
you very handsome ? " 

" Don't, Selina, pray don't ! That any body good for any 
thing should ever marry him ! " 

"Any body good for anything! "repeated Selina. "Well, 
granted, — and it is a considerable grant, — does that make 
Ihe supposition out of the question ? " 

" Yes, as regards Caroline. 0, Selina ! yon do not inow 
Caroline, or you wonld not look so incredulous I " 

" Time will show," said Lady Marchmont, gaily. " I 
reserve to myself the satisfaction of having known it before- 

" It never will be," said Marian. " And how is little 
Willie ? " 

'■ Vei-y well, poor little man, if he would only grow, but 
be is so small, that I am fairly ashamed to show such a hop- 
o'-my-thumb. But he is coming ont quite a genius ; he reads 
as well as I do, and makes the wisest speeches." 

And the history of Hs wise speeches occupied them for 
some time, with other matters, until just as their drive was 
nearly eoaoluded, Selina exclaimed, " But all this time I 
have never asked yon if yon can throw any light on this ex- 
traordinary step of Edmund Arundel's? " 

" What do you moan ? " cried Marian. 

" Have you not heard that he has exchanged, and is 
coming home? The most foolish thing, — just as ho might 
have been sure of promotion. It is not likely to be health, 
for the climate agreed very well with him." 

" Yes," assented Marian, wrapt in her own thoughts ; " but 
did he write to yon ? " 

" Not a word ; we only saw it in the Gazette, and Lord 
Harohmont would hardly believe it could be he ; but it was 
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but too plaiD, — Lieutenant Edmnnd Cfcrald Anmdel. It Is 
very strange ; ho was not wont to do foolish things." 

"No," said Marian, mechanically. 

" And you know nothing ahout it ? You know him. bet- 
ter than we do. He scsmcd the very man for the Colonies, 
with no ties at home, unless— no, it is impossible — unless 
there could be & lady in the case." 

" 0, no 1 " replied Marian, colouring so much at the so- 
cret consciousness of his motive, that Solina laughed, saying, 
" I could almost suspect you, in spite of your demureness, 
of being the very lady. However, I am glad you thmk 
there is no truth in my surmise, for he could not do a more 
absurd thing than marry. Only when a man gives up all 
his prospects in this way, there is nothing too preposterous 
to be expected to come next." 

By this time they were at Mrs. Lyddell's door, and Ma- 
rian gladly escaped, feeling stunned at the effect her letter 
had produced. How noble, how kind, how generous, how 
self devoted Edmund was I this was the prominent thought. 
She Jtnew him to he very fond and very proud of his regi- 
ment, to be much attached to several of his brother officers, 
and to have given them more of his affection than persons 
with home interests generally do ; indeed, they had served 
him instead of home. All his success in life, and his hopes 
of promotion, given up too, — sacrifices which she could not 
estimate ; and it was she who had caused them. She had 
thoughtlessly led him to do himself all this injury, out of 
his kmdnesa and affection, and his sense of duty towards her 
and her brother. She was very unhappy when she thought 
of this ; then came the bright ray of joy and relief in hope 
and confidence for Gerald, — Gerald saved, saved from oor- 
imption, ruin, from being like Elliofi from breaking her 
heart, made all that his father and mother would have made 
him, her pride, her delight, the glory and honour of Fern 
Torr, — 0, joy, joy ! And the mere seeing Edmund again, 
— ^joy, joy I Yes, the joy far predominated over the pain 
and regret j indeed be the injury to himself what it might, 
who could be sorry that he had acted so nobly ^ les Ma-- 
rian was happy ; her eyes were liight hei smile fiequent; 
she laughed with Clara she lompel w th little Willie 
Marcbmont, she WIS u gin,iou ti noui, 1 ut Hi Faulkner 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



who came to the hoase bo muoh, that she began to fear that 
Caroline might have the annoyance of aa offer from hint, 
more especially since he had made his mother and sister call 
on Mrs. Ljddell, and Miss Faulkner seemed to intend to bo 
intimate. 

The day of the drawing-room had come; Mrs. Ljddell 
and Caroline were going, and Marian was of course to go 
with Lady Marchmont. She had just been full dressed, and 
had come down stairs to wait for Lady Marchmont's carriage, 
when a step was heard approaching. She thought it was tho 
servant, to announeo it; it was the servant, but tho an- 
nouneeraent was not what she expected. It was " Mr. 
Arundel," — and Edmund stood before her, browner, thinner, 
older, but still Edmund himself. 

She could not have spoken; she only held out her hand, 
and returned his strong pressure with all the force her soft 
fingers were capable of Mrs. Lyddell spoke, he answered, 
explanations were given and received, and still she stood as 
if she was dreaming, until he turned to her, and said, " Well, 
Marian, these are transformations indeed ? " 

" I canit help it," said Marian. 

" Do yon think I want you to help it? I suppose I need 
not ask if the Marohmonts are ia town? " 

" Lady Marchmont presents Marian," said Mrs. Lyd Jell ; 
" wo expect her carriage every minute." 

And just then the announcement really came. 

"Her carriage, not herself?" said Edmund. "Well, 
I think I might go with you to her house, Marian, if your 
feathers are not ashamed of such shabby company." 

" 0, pray come ! " 

" And you will return to dinner, I hope, Mr. Arundel," 
said Mrs. Lyddell, " at half-past seven ? Mr. Lyddell will 
be so glad to see you." 

Edmund accepted the invitation, and the two cousins 
went down stairs together. As soon as they were in the 
carriage, Edmund said, " A lucky moment to como in. It 
is something to have seen you in all your splendour. You 
have grown into something magnificent ! " 

" All this finery makes me look taller than I really 

" Nevertheless, however you may try to conceal it, I am 
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afraid you have turned into the full grown cat. I saw it in 
your letter," 

" 0, EdmuncI, I am so sorry I wrote that letter." 

" Why t Are you tappior about Gerald ? " 

" No, I don't know that I am," said Marian, sighing ; 
" but — but I little thought it would make so much difference 
to you. I did not know what I was doing." 

." I am glad of it, or you would not have written so 
freely ; though after all you could not have helped being like 
a sensible straightforward person." 

" 0, it ia untold relief that you are come ; and yet I 
must be sorry — " 

" I won't have you sorry. No one should regret having 
told the honest truth. The fact is, I ought never to havo 
gone. And poor Gerald ? " 

" I have no more to say, only vague fears. But now 
jou are come, it is all right." 

" Don't trust too much to nie, Marian. Kemember, it 
will be a generous thing in Gerald if he attends to me at all. 
He is not obliged to do so," 

" You will — you must do everything. Gerald is as fond 
of you as ever, I know he is, though he would not write. 
0, I am glad ! You heard of our delightful going home, I 

" Yes. All well there? " said Edmund, hurriedly. 

" Very well. Agnes is grown so tall, and it is so very 
nice there. The old Manor house — " 

" Well," he broke in suddenly ; " and how do you get 
on with Selina Marohmont." 

" She is very, very kind. But ! here we are ia her 
street, and I shall have no more of you to-day." 

" Not at dinner?" 

" 0, it is a great, horrid party, as Mrs. Lyddell should 
have warned you." 

" Could not I take you in to dinner ? " 

'■ I am afraid not, Mrs. Lyddell will never treat me as 
if I was at home, and I am afraid there is an honourable 
mau that I must be bestowed on." 

They had reached Lady Marchmont's door, and going up 
stairs, found her looking like a princess in a fairy tale, in her 
white plumes and her diamonds ; and Willie, the smallest. 
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most delicate, and prettiest of little toys, admiring the 
splendours of his papa's yeomanry Tiniforni. 

In spite of being considerably provoked witt Edmund 
for baTitig come home, Lord and Lady Marc!im.ont welcomed 
hiiui witb as much warmth as if it was the most prudent 
thing he could have done. They insisted on his coming to 
stay at their house, and as it was full time to set ofF, left 
him to SC9 about bis worldly goods being transported thi- 
ther. 

"Has he told jou his reason, Marian? " asked Selica, 
as soon as the two ladies and their trains were safely dis- 
posed of, in the carriage. 

" I know them," said Marian, her colour rising, " and 
most noble they are; but I bad rather let him tell you 
himself." 

" Marian's discretion again," said Lord Marchmont, 
smiling. 

" Only set me at rest on one point," said Selina ; " it ia 
BO love affwr, I hope ? " 

" No, indeed," said Marian ; " or do you think he would 
have told me ? " 

Probably there were few young ladies wJio played their 
part that day in the drawing-room, that last remnant of the 
ancient state and majesty of our courts, with happier minds, 
or less intent on their own appearance, than Marian Arun- 
del. She was very glad when the bustle and crowd wore 
over, and she could be alone to enjoy the certainty that 
Edmund was really at home again. 

He came according to promise that evening, but she 
could not have much conversation with him, as he was 
placed atadt fmh th tptfth time. 

He was not y t b th bl t w t hh th hie did 
not see her thi tf w wfahtjl 1 him 
best. She 1 k d b tt w h th gbt th th court 
dress; for th b 1 rap! t j b 1 t h dark 
hair, only 1 dbyt 1 paiij sutd letter 

than the plu dlpptwthth tth 1 ssical 

features. All ththldth htpm db tyaaa 
child, had f dfill d th p d th t the ex- 

pression, wo Id h b fi h p! face, 

and as she sat there, her black, shady ojea cast down, her 
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dark penoilled eyetrows contrasting witli her eolourlesa 
ctieek, and lior plain white drapery in full folds, flowing 
round her, she might hayo heen some majestio lady in a 
mysterious picture, who had stepped from her frame into a 
scene belonging to another age. She looked as if she was 
a,cting a tableau; she moved, indeed, and smiled, and apolce 
occasionally ; but the queen- like deportment of her neck did 
not relax ; her lips resumed their statue-like expression ; there 
was no smile about the eye, no interest in the air. She was 
among the company, but not of them ; neither shy nor for- 
mal, but as if she belonged to some other sphere, and had 
only come there by mistake. Edmund could have counted 
the times, for they were few enough, when her head bent 
forward with eagerness, and there waa animation in her face. 

How different from Caroline I her brightly coloured, 
blooming face sparkling with life and light ; flowers among 
her light, shining hair; her dress of well-chosen, tasteful, 
brilliant tints, ornament, lace and ribbon, all well assorted 
in kind and quantity, her alert, lively movements carrying 
her from one group to another, with something pleasant and 
appropriate to say to all, bringing smiles and animation 
with her wherever she went. Not that Edmund did not 
prefer his cousin's severe simplicity, and admire it as some- 
thing grand ; but that stern grandeur was not all that fitted 
the place; and though he thought her beautiful, he was not 
satisfied. 

Edmund had some talk with Mrs, Ljddell, who spoke of 
Gerald with great warmth ; more, he thought, than she 
showed in the mention of Marian. He stayed till the last, 
and saw the relaxation of her grand company-face, before he 
wished them good night. 

" Well," said Mrs. Lyddell, as the door closed behind 
him, and she lighted her candle, " Africa has not robbed Mr. 
Arundel of all his good looks. How old is he ? " 

'■ Nearly twenty- eight," said Marian. 

" I am always forgetting that ho is so young," said Mrs, 
Lyddell. " Well, good night. I wonder what brought him 
homo? " 

" I do not wonder, for it is plain enough," said Caroline, 
as the girls turned up their own staircase. 
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" Marian triea to look innocent," said Clara, laugliing 

" I am sure I don't understand," 6aid Marian. 

" Now I am sure that is on purpose to make as explain," 
B;iid Clara. '■ It is too bad, Marian ; wlien he came stralglit 
to jou, instead of going to Lady Marchmont." 

" And the tete-^-tete in the carriage," said Caroline. 

" Don't be so ridiculous," siwd Marian ; " but I believe you 
like such jokes so well, that yoti would make them out of 
anything." 

" I don't make a joke of it at all. I always tkonght it 
was with that very view, he was made your guardian." 

" You very absurd persons, good night I " said Marian, 
shutting her door, and laugliing to herself at such a very lu- 
dicrous idea as such a sehenie on the part of her father. 

These kind of jokes, of whioli some people are still very 
fond, may be very hurtful, since a young girl's inexperience 
may found far more upon them than the laughers ever in- 
tended. Caroline and Clara were not acting a kind part, 
thougli they were far from any unkind moaning. Marian 
had great susceptibility and deep affections ; and had her 
mind been less strong, her happiness might Lavo boon seri- 
ously injured. Even if their observations bad no real 
meaning, and no eifeet on her heart, yet they could not fail 
to occasion her many moments of embarrassment, and might 
interfere with her full, free conHdence in her best and ear- 
tics t friend. 

In some degree they had this result. Marian began to 
be aware that her situation with Edmund was not without 
awkwardness, — that he was still a young man, and that she 
was now » young woman ; and whilst shocked at herself, and 
disliking the moment that had opened the door to the 
thought, was obliged to consider how fat there might bo 
truth in the su^estion. 

She was quite sure that she had influenced him strongly, 
q^uite sure that he regarded her with warm affection ; she 
wished she was equally sure it was with a brother's love. 
Yea, she wished, for to think otherwise would lower him in 
iiur estimation. He was her first cousin, and if first cousins 
had better not marry he would never think of it; besides, 
the merit of his aaeriSeing all for Gerald's good would be 
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lost, and Lia return would have been an act of self-gvatifioa- 
tion JDBtead of self-devotion. No, she would not, could not 
believe any such tiling; she waa certain Edmund never 
would be so weak aa to wish to do anything only doubtfully 
right, and thus, strangely enough, her full trust in the dig- 
nity of hia character, prevented her from imagining him in 
love with her. 

Still she knew her couaina were watching her, and this 
prevented her from ever meeting him in thorough comfort at 
Mr. Ljddell's ; a,nd even when at Lord Marohmont's, her 
maidenly reserve had been bo far awakened aa to make her 
shrink back from the full &eedom of their former intercourse. 
This, however, was more in her feeling than in her manners, 
which, if they differed at all from what they were formerly, 
only seemed to be what naturally arose from her growth in 

She obaerved that he was not in good spirits. It was 
not what others, not even Selina, could perceive, hut Ed- 
mund and Marian had known each other too well and too 
bug, not to read each other's faces, and know the meaning 
of each other's tonea. She did not expect him to bo aa merry 
as in olden days at home, nor did she desire it ; but there 
waa move depreaaion about him than she thought comfortable, 
and she waa sure that it was an effort to him to talk in the 
lively way that had once been natural to him. She waa 
afraid he felt the separation from his friends in hia old regi- 
ment very severely, or else that ho was very ansioua about 
G-erald, and yet ahe had found out that the tenderest point 
of all was Fern Torr, for he either would not or could not 
spent of that, but always contrived to turn the conversation 
as soon as it was touched upon. She grieved over his an- 
happinesa a great deal, and yet would not enter on any ques- 
tioning, from an innate feeling, that it would not be becoming. 
He waa only to stay avery short time in London, before joining 
his regiment at Portsmouth, and he meant to go and spend 
a, day at Eton to see Gerald, but Lady Marchmont suddenly 
proposed that they should all go together; she aaid she must 
inapect Eton before Master Willie was ready to go, and 
that it would be a charming scheme to take Marian and sur- 
prise Gerald. Marian had a few aecret doubta whether this 
i^as exactly the most suitable way of fulfilling Edmund's in- 
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lentions, "but it mas so delightful a treat that she laid aside lier 
scruples, and Selina coaxed her Lushand into finding a day 
to accompany them. 

So one fine June jnorning, the day hofore Edmund's de- 
parture, they set ofi^, Seliua's high spirits and Marian's hap- 
piness giving the party a very joyous aspect. Eatlier Thames 
looked as stately and silvery as ever, the playing fields 
amiled in the Bunshine, and Windsor Castle looked down on 
them majestically. Marian felt it a holiday to have escaped 
from London into so fair a scene, and even if she had come 
for nothing else, would have been happy in beholding some 
of the most honoured spots in the broad realm of England. 

She had many questions to ask, but Lord Maj-chmont was 
taken up with showing his old haunts to his wife, and eho 
was walking some distance in front, with Edmund, on whose 
face there was an expression of melancholy thought that she 
would not disturb. He was an Etonian, and how fall of re- 
membrancos must all be around him. 

Presently two or three boys met them running, and wore 
passing them, when Marion exclaimed, " There is Lionel ! " 
"Lyddell!" called Edmund, and one of them stopped, so 
taken by surprise that Marian was for a moment horrified by 
thinking she had mistaken him ; but the next glance rc-as- 
sured her, for she tnew Lionel's way of standing, and his 
hat pulled far over hia forehead. 

" Lionel," said she, " where is Gerald ? " 

"Hallo I You here !" said he, wheeling round so that 
the light might not be in his eyes, and shading them with 
one band while he tried to mate out Edmund, and gave his 
other hand to Marian. 

" How did you come here 1 Ave any of the people at 
home here ? " 

" No, this is my cousin Edmund. I nra come with tho 
Marchmonts." 

" You have qui to forgotten rae," said Edmund, shalting 

" Not if I could see you," said Lionel, frowning at the 
light, as he looked up. 

'' 0, Lionel, how bad your eyes are !"esclaimed Marion. 

" I bavo just been reading, and there is such a hideous 
Bunshine to-day," said Lionel. 
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'■ And where is G-erald 1 " 

" I'll go and fetch hiio," 

"Where is he?" 

" I'll find him," and off he ran, with a fresh pull of hia 
Iiat over his forehead to keep off the hideous sunshine. The 
Marchmonts came up at the moment, and were told who he 
was, and that he was gone to find Gerald. Edmund asied 
what was the matter with his eyea. 

" They are never very good," said Marian. " Beading 
and strong light always hurt them." 

" Has he had anj advice ? " 

" The Burgeon at Oatworthy looked at tlient last Christ- 
mas, when the snow dazzled them, but he did not think there 
was much amiss wilh thorn. It was always so. But where 
can Gerald be ? " 

In the space of about five minutes, G-erald and Lionel ap- 
peared, and the former came up to them alone, with a look 
which had more of shyness than of pleasure, and his greet- 
ing, while more courteous, was less open and cordial than 
Lionel's had been. They all went together to the house of 
the boys' tutor, who had also been Edmund's; there waa a 
great maze of talking and introductions ; Lady Marchuiont 
made herself very charming to the mistress of the house : 
Edmund and the tutor disappeared together, and did not 
come hack till the Others had nearly finished a most hospi- 
table luncheon; after whieb tlie visitors set out to seo alt 
that there was time to see, and Marian caused Gerald to 
fetch Lionel to accompany them. 

Lionel walked with Edmund and Marian, but Gerald on 
the other hand attached himself to Lord and Lady Mareh- 
mont, talking to them freely and pleasantly, answering Se- 
lina's questions, much to her amusement and satisfaction, 
and Lord Marchmont comparing notes with him, as old Eton- 
Sana delight to do with "the sprightly race, disporting" 
for the time being, on the '* margen green" of Father Thames, 
A particularly lively, pleasant, entertaining, well-mannered 
boy was Gerald, hut, all the time, Marian was feeling that 
lie was holding aloof both from her and Edmund, never al- 
lowing either of them the opportunity of speaking to him 
alone, for even a minute ; and his manner, whenever Ed- 
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ninnd either Bpoke to bim or looked at liim, was suelt as to 
betray to Ler that he was ill at ease. 

Thus it was whilG they viewed the chapel, the court, with 
wjiat Seiina was pleased to call " Henry's holy shade," the 
upper school, the hnudred steps, the terrace, and beaatiful 
8. George's, with its gorgeous banners and carved stalls, 
and blazoned shields, that glimpse into the Gothic world of 
chivalry and romance ; and in the midst of It that simple 
fiat stone, which thrills the beait with a deep feeling at once 
of love, sorrow and reverence ; that stone which recalls the 
desolate night which, in darkness and ruin, amid torn ban- 
ners, and scutcheons riven, saw the Martyr king go white to 
his grave. Marian entered into all these things, in spite of 
her anxiety, for her mind was free enough to be open to ex- 
ternal objects, now that her brother waa in Edmund's hands, 
and she was relieved of that burthen of responsibility which 
had so pressed on her. 

Such was their Eton day, and with no more satisfaotion 
from Gerald did they part at the Slough station. The Marcli- 
monts were loud in his praise, Marian sought the real opin- 
ion in Edmund's eyes, but he was leaning back, looking 
meditative, and when first he roused himself to enter into 
conversation, it was of Lionel and not of Gerald that he spoke. 

'■Do you say that any one has looked at that boy's eyes ? " 

" Yes, Mr. Wells, the Oakworthy apothecary." 

" Do you know what is thought of him ? " 

" I don't know," said Marian considering. " He attends 
a good many people, I believe he is thought well of; but no 
one ever is ill at home, so I have no esperience of him. Yes, 
he was called in once when we al! had the measles, and last 
winter about Lionel's eyes. I am sure I don't know whether 
he is what you would call a good doctor or not ; all I know 
is, that he is not at all like Dr. Oldham." 

Edmund smiled. " Has Mrs. Lyddell not been un- 

"0 no ! " said Marian. " No one ever troubles their head 
about Lionel, besides it was always so." 

"Always how?" 

" His eyes were always weak, and easily tired and daz- 
zled, from the very first when I knew him. They don't look 
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as if there was anytliing amiss with tliem, and bo people don't 
suspect it." 

" I think ttey do look very much amiss," said Edmund. 
" Do not you observe an indistinctness about the pupil, be- 
tween it and the iris? Can jou tell whether that was al- 
ways the ease?" 

" I don't know, I see what you mean. I should say it 
had begun of late. Do you think it so had a sign? " she 
asked ansiously. 

" I am nob sure ; I only know if he belonged to me, I 
should not like it at all." 

Marian pondered and feared, and considered if it would 
he possible to stir up Mrs. Lyddell; she herself was much 
startled, and rather indignant; but she doubted ^eatly 
whether poor Lionel was of sufSeient impoitanoe m tlio 
family for any one to be very ansious on his account. In 
the meantime, she was extremely desirous of hearing what 
acoonnt Edmund had received from the tutor respecting her 
brother, but she had no opportunity till late in the evening, 
when he eame and sat by her on the sofa, saying, " Now, 
Marian, I will answer your ansious eyes, though I am afraid 
I ha?e nothing very satisfactory to tell you. I don't know 
that there is any positive harm — it is only the old story of a 
clever boy with too much money, and too much left to him- 
self. Idleness and thoughtlessness." 

" And what shall you do ? " 

" I don't know — I must think." 

Whereupon they both sat silent. 

" I shall sea you again in the summer," said ho. 

" yes — perhaps you will come in Gerald's holidays." 

Another silence, then she said, '■ Do you think very badly 
of poor Lionel's eyes?" 

" No, I don't say that, for I know nothing, only I wonder 
his family are not more ansious." 

" I shall see if Mrs. Lyddell will believe there is cause 
for alarm." 

The carriage was announced, she wished him good-bye 
again, thanked her cousins for her pleasant day, and de- 
parted, wondering to herself how it could have been a pleas- 
ant day, as after all it had been, ia spite of doubt and anxi- 
ety and care. 
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She told Mrs, LyMall wliun she came !n, tlmt she Imd 
eecu Lionel. 

" How were Ma eyes ? " asked Caroline. 

" I am afraid they were more dazzled than usual." 

No one said anything, and after a pause bLo went on. 
" EdniTind remarked a sort of indistinctness about the pupil, 
which he said was not a good sign." 

"What was that?" said Mr. Lyddell looking up, aud 
Marian, startled, yet glad to have attracted his notice, re- 
peated what she had said. " Did not Wells look at his eyes 
last winter? " he said, turning to his wife. 

"Tes, he said ho could not see anything the matter with 
them — they must be spared — and he sent a mixture to bathe 
them. Lionel has been using it continually." 

" How would it bo tohavoliim up here to see some one ?" 
said Mr. Lyddell. 

" Better wait for the holidays," answered his wife. " It 
would be the worst thing possible to sot him thinking, about 
his eyes in the middle of the half-year. Little as he does 
now, it would soon be less, and his eyes have kept him back 
so mueh, already that he really cannot afford to lose any more 

There it ended, Mrs. Lyddcll was not to be alarmed ; 
she had boea too long used to prosperity even to contemplate 
the possibility that harm should come nigh to her or to her 
dwelling. Mr. Lyddell, who left all family matters to her, 
forgot all about it, and though Marian talked Garolino into 
some fears on the subject, Caroline could do no more than 
she could herself. 



CHAPTEH Xin. 

Miieh Ado abovt S^eiUits. 

The Lyddell family did not continue in London mucli 
longer ; it had been a short season, and though the session 
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of Pavliamcnt waa not over, most of the lidies weio taking 
flight into the country, before the end of June — Mr'! Ljd 
dell among tlie rest, — and her huabaud went backwards and 
forwards to London, as occasion called him 

The girls were glad to get into the country, but Matiaa 
soon found that she had not escaped either from g'iieties, (i 
from the ohjecta of her aversion ; for Mr. Faulkner brought 
his mother and sisters to High Down House, gave numerous 
parties there, and made a oonstaat interohinge of civilities 
with the family at Oakworthy. Archery was pretty much 
the fashion with the young ladies that year , it was a sport 
which Marian liked particularly, having often practised it 
with Edmund and Agnes, and her how and arrows were 
always the first to be ready. 

One day when Marian, Caroline, and Clara were •^hoot 
ing on the lawn at Oakworthy, Mr. and Miss Piulkner rode 
from High Down, came out oa the lawn, and joined them 
From that moment, any one could see the change that came 
over Marian. Instead of laughing and talking, teaching 
Clara, and paying only half attention to her own shooting, 
she now went on as if it was her sole ob_)ect, and i^ if she 
had no other purpose in life. She fixed her arrows and 
twanged her string with a rigidity as if the target had lecn 
a deadly enemy, or her whole fate was concentrited in hitting 
the bull's eye ; and when her arrows went straight !o the 
mark, or at least much straighter than those of any one ehi,, 
she never turned her bead, or vouchsaftd more than the 
briefest answer to the esclamations around 

The others were talking of archery m gi-nerat and m 
particular, — just what, if it had not been Mi lanlkner, 
would have delighted her ; but she would not hear hira 
He might speak of the English long-bow, and the cloth yard- 
shaft, and the butts at which Elizabeth shot, and the dex- 
terity required for hitting a deer, and of the long arrow of 
the Indian, and the Wourali reed of South America, — aa 
long as he spoke it was nothing to her, let Cai'oline smile 
and answer, and appeal to her as much she would. Then 
came a talk about archery meetings and parties, in which at 
last they all grew so eager, that they stood still round the 
return target, and Marian could not shoot back again with- 
Dut perilling thcra ; so she unstrung her bow, and stood 
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apart with a stem fiice, which made her look a great deal 
more like Diana, than she by any means suspeoted or de- 
Two days after, there camo a note from Miss Faulkner, 
— Julia, as she had requested to bo called, — saying that 
her brother was 80 delighted with the archery schemes that 
had been discussed, that he could not give them up, and 
intended to give a grand fete at High Down, — archery in 
the morning, a hall in the evening, and all the ladies who 
liked, to be in costume. She ended by begging Caroline to 
come to luncheon that day, or the next, to enter into council 
on the subject. There was great delight ; such an enter- 
tainment was quite a novelty in the neighboarhood, and the 
costume seemed to make it all the more charming in the 
eyes of Caroline, Clava, and their mother ; all were talking 
at once, and wondering what it could or should be, while 
Marian went on reading imperturbably without one remark. 

" It ought to be in Eobin Hood's time, if only for the 
sake of Maid Marian," said Caroline. "She will bo quite 
sure to win the prize." 

" yes, that she will," said Clara ; " she shoots so much 
better than any one else." 

" I shall not shoot in public," said Marian, looking up 
for a moment, and then going on with her book. 

" You will do nothing to make yourself particular," said 
Mrs. Lyddell : " it will be very silly to set your face against 
this fete, when every one knows how fond vou ai'e of 
archery." 

" We don't know n th ng y t al t wh'\t t b 
said Caroline, quicklj nd t that n m t Ell t 
in, offered to ride with h t H gh D n wl p n h 
hastened to get ready Su h an hi n ft f I 
brother was certainly n m n th ng t i n gl t d 

in spite of the unwonted giaciou>ne..s and amiability which 
Elliot had for the last few weeks assumed towards her. 

When she was gone, Marian and Clara resumed their 
ordinary occupations, and one of them at least troubled her- 
self no more about the fSte, until, shortly before dinner 
time, Elliot, Caroline, and Mr. Faulkner all rode up to the 
front door. Mr. Faulkner, it appeared, was come to dinner, 
and to carry on the consultation, since he was extremely 
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eager about the soiieme, and no time was to be lost in send- 
ing out the invitatioDS. The Sherwood Forest plan had 
been talked over, and abandoned as too oommon-plaee. It was 
to be a Kenilworth ffete ; eight young ladies of Lady Julia's 
especial party were to appear in the morning in a pretty 
unifoiTu dress, a little subdued from the days of the ruff 
and farthingale ; and in the evening there was to be a regular 
Kenilworth quadrille, ia which each lady or gentiemaa was 
to assume the dress of some character of Queen Elizabeth's 
court. In fact, as Mr. Faulkner said, — 



Amy llobarirt, Katherine Seymour, Anne Clifford, Frances 
Walsingham, Mildred Cecil, and other ladies of the time 
were mentioned, and then came the counting up of their 
eiglit living representatives, — the two Misses Faulkner, Car- 
oline, yes, and Clara herself, who started and danced with 
ecstasy, then glanced entreatingly at hor mother, who looked 
doubtful ; Marian, two cousins of the Faulkners, who were 
always ready for anything, and a Misa Mordaunt, were reck- 
oned up, and their dresses quickly discussed ; but all the 
time' Marian said not a word. She was thinldng of the 
waste of time and consideration, the folly, levity, and vanity, 
the throwing away of money, all this would occasion, and 
enjoying in her own mind the pleasure of resisting it in toto. 
She supposed she must go to the archery meeting, though 
why people could not be contented to shoot on their own 
lawns, instead of spoiling their pleasure by all this fuss, she 
eould not guess ; but make a show of herself and her shoot- 
ing, be stared at by all the world, — that she would never do. 
Nor would she make a figure of herself at the ball, and spend 
the money which she wanted very much for her poor people 
and her books, now that her court dress and London finery 
had eaten up such an unconscionable share of her allowance. 
Increased as it was, she had never felt so poor as at present ; 
she wanted Mrs. Jameson's " Sacred and Legendary Art " 
for herself, and there wore all the presents to be sent to the 
old people at Fern Torr; and should these be given up for 
the sake of appearing as the fair Anne Clifford, or some such 
person, for one evening, during which slie would bo feeling 
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moat espeoially unnatural and uncomfortable ? No indeecl ! 
and she trusted that she had a very good and sufficient de- 
fence against all sucli foolery, in tiio slight mourning whiuh 
she was vfeating for one of the Marchmont conneotion. True, 
she had thought of leaving it off nest Sunday, but no matter ; 
it would he such armour as was not to he lightly parted 
with ; aud if she went to the ball at all, it sliould never, 
never be as the heiress of the Cliffords, but as the faithful 
mourning relation of old Mr. Thomas Marcbmont, her second 
cousia once removed, whom she had never beheld in her life, 
and who would have been dead at least nine weeks by the 
time it took place. 

She said nothing about it in the Jrawing-room ; but 
when they went up stairs, she told Caroline not to reckon 
upon her, for she should be in mourning, and could not wear 
a fancy dress. Caroline looked much vexed. " It was a 
great pity," she said, " and Julia Faulkner wished it to be 
all their own set. Besides, would not Marian shoot, — she 
who did it so well?" 

" 0, no, no, I could do no such thing with all thoae peo- 
ple staring." 

" Not even for a silver arrow ? You would bo sure to 
win it." ■ 

" I should be ashamed of the very sight of it ever after, 
no 1 1 should like — at least I should not mind seeing it all 
as a spectator, but as to making a part of the show, never, 
never, Caroline 1 " 

" Well, I know it is of no nae to try to persuade you ! " 
said Caroline, with a little annoyance in her tone. " Good 
night." 

Lady Julia, with her sou and daughter, came to call the 
next day. Mai'ian thought herself fortunate in not being in 
the drawing-room. She put on. her bonnet, slipped out at 
the garden door, and walked away with a book in her hand, 
to the remotest regions of the park, where she sat down 
under a thom-tree, and read Sdiiiler's Thirty Years' War 
with a sort of exemplary diligence and philosophy, till it was 
so late that she thought herself .perfectly secure of the Eaulk- 
cers' being gone. Yet she only just missed them, for their 
carriage was driving off at one door, as she reached the 
other. 
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" Wliere tave jou tocnj Marian?" waa the first greeting. 

" I havG been walking to the old thorn," 

" 0, have you ? We hunted for you everywhere in the 
house : we woidd hardly believe Eanny when she said yoa 
were gone out, for I knew yoa meant to walk with us." 

' ' I thought you ■would be engaged so long that it waa not 
worth while to wait for yoTi." 

" Well, but did you know yoa had missed the l''aulkners ? " 
said Clara. 

" I knew they were here." 

Every one understood this except Clara, and very little 
did it please Mrs. Lyddell or Carolme. 

" Marian," said Mrs. Lyddell, " you really must not be 
so absurd about this matter. Tour mourning is nothiBg. 
You need not be wearing it even now ; and it will annoy Lady 
Julia, and put her to serious inconvenience, if you continue 
to reftise." 

" I am sure I do not wish to inconvenience her," said 
Marian; " but there must be many young ladies wlio would 
be only too happy to take the part." 

" Of course," said Mrs. Lyddell, " any one else would re- 
joice to be asked; but the point is, that it is so unpleasant 
to admit any thing of a stranger into the intimacy these 
thicgs occasion." 

" I am almost a stranger to them." 

" Yes, hut not to us, Marian," said Clara. " You have 
known them as long, or longer than we have ; and you would 
took so very well. Lady Julia said herself that such a dis- 
tinguished face and figure as yours would set the whole thing 
off to advantage." 

Caroline well knew this was but the way to make Marian 
still more determined against it. Sle held her tongue 
through all the persuasions of her mother and Clara; and 
trusting a little, but not much, to the superior influence which 
she kneiv herself to possess, she followed Marian to her room, 
and began, — " Marian, are you still resolute against this 
unfortunate archery ? because, if you do not really think it a 
matter of right and wrong, I should be very much obliged to 
pu if you would only yield." 

It was not so easy to withstand Caroline speaking in thia 
way, as Mrs. Lyddell almost scolding and Clara talking non- 
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sense ; but Marian had made up her mind, and would not lot 
herself be shalien. " I don't think I can," was her answer. 

" Will you say whether you really think it wrong ? " 

"I don't know." Not her considering "I don't know," 
but the dry, proTOking end-of-tJie-matter answer of half sullen 
days gone by. 

" if you really thought it positively wrong," proceeded 
Caroline, " not another word wotild I say ; but I don't see 
how yon can without condemning all gaetics, aad that I know 
jou do not." 

" I only think it a — a waste of time — a great deal of 
nonsense," said Marian, faltering for an answer ; " and re- 
ally I have spent so much money, I do not like to thro;? 
away any more." 

" 0, you do not know how we have settled that," said 
Caroline, beginning to be hopeful now that she had some- 
thing tangible to attack. ■' The dresses for the morning will 
be DOthing, — only a white skirt and green polka, which will 
do to wear for ever after, and a little ruff, very pretty, and 
no expense at all ; and a little alteration will make our court 
dresses perfectly suitable for Queen Elizabeth's ladies. You 
need not be at all afraid of being ruined." 

Marian saw that, though there would be many a littlo 
expense to make a miokle one, yet it would still only cost 
her Mrs. Jameson, instead of the gifts to the poor people ; 
but as this was what chiefly justified her in her own eyes, 
she would not admit the conviction, and answered, " Those 
things that are altered and adapted really are as costly in 
the end as if they were new altogether. Besides, I could 
not, I really could not shoot before such an assembly." 

" I should so like to see you get the arrow." 

" Caroline, that would bo worse than anything ! " 

" "Well, then, don't get it ; shoot as badly as you please : 
only do bo kind and make one of us, or you will spoil the 
whole concern." 

" How can that be ? What difference can my dressing 
up or shooting make to any one J " 

" Why, for one thing, if you are not one, as yoa must be, 
living with us and all, Julia will be obliged to ask that Misa 
Grimley; don't you know her ? " 
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" WLat, tliat old youDg lady who has been figuring id 
the newspaper KO long aa getting all the archery prizes ? " 

" Yea, the veteran archer, as Elliot calls her ; and Mr. 
faulknee says, if she appears in character at all, it must he 
as Queen Elisabeth herself dancing a stately pavise to the 
sound of the little fiddle. She is some connection of theirs, 
and must be asked, if you will not take it ; and she is al- 
most as bad as Queen Eliaabeth herself, and will give Done 
of us any peace about the dresses. Marian 1 Julia said 
she should esteem it as a real kindness from you if jou 
would be Lady Anne, if only for the sake of keeping her 

" I think it wculd be very absurd for a person who hates 
the whole concern to be dragged in, for the sake of keeping 
out one who likes it 1 " 

" Then you are still resolved ? Well, I had not much ex- 
pectation, bat still I was half inclined to hope you would 
relent, if you did not think it a point of principle, when you 
knew that it would be a real favor to me." 

" To you, Caroline ! you do not care for such trumpery." 

" I do care about seeing my friends mortified and vezed," 
said Caroline, moumfuDy. 

".Your friends 1 " exclaimed Marian, in a voice of con- 
tempt. 

■' Tcs, as mucli as kindness can make Uicm." 

"And esteem? Caroline!" 

'■ Kindness — readiness to oblige," repeated Caroline, 

" They are my friends, and I am very fond of them." 

Caroline went away without another word, and Marian 
felt that her words implied that she preferred readiness to 
oblige, to rigid, unbending superiority in goodness. Marian 
felt it, and was disappointed in Caroline, and pleased to 
have kept her determination, without asking herself bow far 
it was satisfied pride in obstinacy. 

This was the last time for many weeks that Caroline lin- 
gered talking in Marian's room. The old chill had come on 
again. Both knew, though neither said so, that it was not 
so much because it was a display and expense that Marian 
refused, as because it was tho Eaulkners' pai'ty. If it had 
been Lady Marchmont's, it would have been very different. 
Now Caroline liked the Faulkners ; they were all good na- 
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tured, and much more agreeable tliau any others in the 
noiglibourhood — than any, indeed, with whom she had yet 
been brought into close intercourse. She thought Marian 
was unjust and ungracious, both to them and to her; that 
she had been prejudiced from the first, and now was very 
decidedly making herself disagreeable by a rigidity in tri- 
fles, which was almost positive unkindness. Caroline's home, 
as has been shown, was neither a very happy, nor a very 
satisfactory one ; so that of late she had learnt to look upon 
her brother Walter and Marian as her chief comforts, and 
was now much more hurt and disappointed at Marian's con- 
duct than she was willing to show. It was particularly un- 
fortunate just at this time, when there was so much to invite 
and gratify her at High Down, when she was in especial 
need of a true ajid affectionate friend and counsellor, and 
when Walter was absent, being engaged in preparing for Lis 
ordination, which was to take place in the course of the 
autumn. 

Mrs. LyddeU was much displeased with Marian, and 
showed it by her colilness and formality ; and Marian began 
to live more alone with herself, and at war with the outer 
world, thau she had done evea before Edmund's first visit 
five years ago. Caroline and Clara were a great deal with 
the Paulkners, either at High Down or at home. Clara 
was in a perfect transport at being admitted into the number 
of the archeresses, and had struck up one of her eternal 
friendships with Louisa, the second Miss Faulkner; and 
Marian might very fairly be provoked at seeing how entire- 
ly her mind was diverted from all the rationality which she 
and Caroline had been endeavouring — and as they had 
hoped, not without success — to infuse into her dui-ing the 
past year. To get Clara to settle ijuietly down to anything 
was an utter impossibility ; her wisest employment was the 
study of Elizabethan costumes, her most earnest, the prac- 
tice of archery. Now Marian always maintained that arch- 
ery, on their own lawn, and among themselves, was a very 
pretty sport ; and for the sake of consistency with her own 
principles, she very diligently shot whenever the Eaulkners 
were not there, and did her very best, by precept and exam- 
ple, to make Clara fit her arrows to the string in her own 
direct and purpose-like way, draw the bow-string to her ear 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



) GUABDJAKB. 



t ll ff t d 


1 f t t t 


wli lly t d 


T n h bl g d 


d d h If 1 ttl 


th p t nd h 


n 11 th m 



t 


1 


I t 


bl 


f ult 


f til 


tJ 


ti t 


f wh t 


Id 


t f 1 


t d 


wth 


t 


li w g 


dl 


h t 




fd 


D WB 


-f th 


w 


tt m 



. th f m ly f p M 



li h d b n I t fh 

t t 1 h 1 b "1 t 

y t k f t mpt t 

L d 11 tl pi t B 

th t w p I t t d, th nt p t n f mu em nt d 
admiration, and of the traoaeseriea which MisiS Grin I y 1 I 
not failed to occasion. Marian waa often eutettam d nl 
Clara move than once hoped she was on the point f g t 
ting that she was not one of the favoured eight ; bi t n th 
could be further from Marian's mind. She did n t t I 
to absent herself either from the archery or from th b 11 
but she must wear her own character, and no oth 1 

people were allowed to assume fancy dresses or not j t 
suited their inclination, so that she was in no fear f d 
ing herself remarkable. 

Caroline and Clara were to go to High Down tw d j 
before the great occasion, and stay till the day aft M 
rian to remain at Oakwortby. Just before th y w t 
Clara danced into her room, isajing, " Marian, do y k w 
some of the ofBeera at Portsmouth have been asked to the 
ball? You know there is a raiboad all the way. I wonder 
if Mr. Arandel will be there ? " 

" Decidedly not," replied Marian. 

" Whatj not when he knows what an attraction there 
will be 1 " 

" Don't talk such nonsease, Clara ; the idea of thinking 
a, man would take such a journey for a ball ! Well, I hope 
you will be very happy." 

" do come and see my dress, Marian, before it ia 
packed up ; it is on mamma's bed, and it is so beautiful ! " 

" Marian came, and admired. Caroline was to be Amy 
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Kobsart, and Clara, Janet Foster ; a part Ler mother had 
chosen for her, as more appropriate to a girl not jet come 
out. Certainly, Tony Foatcr would BCarcoiy have recognized 
his demure little Puritaa under the little laco hood, the 
purple bodice, and white skirt, at whioli Clara looked with 
such exultation ; and Janet was further to he supposed to 
have taken possession of the Countess's orient neek-peails, 
and was to wear them as the only ornament that could with 
any propriety he bestowed on her. It happened that Marian 
had a remarkably fine set of pearls. She had few jewels of 
any kind ; but these had been her grandmother's, and there 
was some tradition belonging to them which no one ever 
could remember. Janet's necklace was so much less pretty, 
that Marian coald not help esolaiming that Clara had better 
wear hers. Clara demurred, for she knew Marian relied 
on these pearls to help out a dress which had seen more 
than one London party ; but it ended in Marian's Laving 
her own way, and being contemptuous at the gratitude 
with which her loan was received. Yet she was surprised 
to find that it was a relief to her that Mrs. Ljddell departed 
a little from her cold politeness, and showed herself really 
pleased and obliged. 

Certainly, if Mrs. Lyddell had not in some degree re- 
laxed, those two days would havo been very forlorn. As it 
was, it was very odd to sit down to dinner with only Mr. 
and Mrs. Lyddell and Elliot, and to have no one but Mrs. 
Lyddell to speak to in the drawing-room. She was glad 
when the day came, to have it over; and she was not suf- 
ficiently hard-hearted to regret that it was as fine as could 
be wished. To High Down they went, and everything was 
just as Marian had espo etc d,— every one walked about and 
idled, and wondered when the shooting would begin ; and 
when it did begin, no ono paid much attention to it except 
those who were interested in some of the competitors. 
Marian watched her pupil anxiously, and Clara, between 
excitement and nervousness, shot much worse than if she 
had been in the garden at home, and went so wide of the 
mark, that Marian was ashamed of her. Caroline did bet- 
ter, but not well ; and the prize was of course borne off by 
Miss Grimley, who was popularly reported to hare arrows 
enough to stock the quivers of two or three cupids. 
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Clara ran up to Marian, and walked with lier a littla 
while; telling her all that had como to pass daring the last 
two days, — a great deal of hustle, and merrimentj and non- 
sense, which Clara seemed to have enjoyed excessively, and 
of which Marian coald have said, " Every one to hia tasto." 
Of Caroline she saw little or nothing; and after wandering 
ahout in the rear of Mrs. Lyddell, and exchanging a great 
many cold salutationa, and colder sentences of small-tali, 
she waa very glad to find herself once more in the carriage, 
though it was only to go home, dice and dresa for the ball, 
and then High Down again. 

She wore white, with jet ornaments, and a row of pearla 
round her hair, — the only thing that saved her from heing 
rather shabbily dreased than otherwise. However, Mra, 
Lyddell had long since announced that she had done saying 
anything about Marian's dresa, and Fanny had not been a 
ladies'-niaid long enough to grow into a tyrant; so that she 
had her own way, and no one repeated to her, what she 
knew full well, that her white silk was yellow where it swept 
the ground, and the laeo did not stand oat as freshly aa once 
it did. 

Mra. Lyddell and Elliot talked and laughed all the way, 
quizzing the company very sociably, and both apjjearing in 
tlie higheat spirita. Mr. Lyddell waa asleep in his corner ; 
Marian with her forehead against the window, and her 
thoughts with Gerald. They reached Hi^h Down in the 
midst of a stream of carriages ; and Marian, in her plain 
white, had to walk into the ball-room with Elliot, who had 
completed his offences in her ejea, by daring to assume tho 
dress of Sir Philip Sidney. She soon, however, was free of 
him, for he liked her as little as she liked him, and more- 
over had to go and perform his part in the noted KenU- 
worth quadrille. Marian waa left standing by Mrs. Lyddell, 
as she uaually did, through the greater part of a ball ; for 
aa ahe never waltzed, there were few dances in which she 
Bould take a part. She had made half the Oakworthy neigh- 
bours afraid of her; and Mrs. Lyddell, having found that 
all activity in the way of being a useful chaperon was 
thrown away, had acquiesced in leaving her to herself, " do- 
ing her justice " sufficient by taking her to the ball. 

Marian was entertained by tho pageant, as she deemed 
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it. It was a very pretty scone, with so many gay dressea, 
in the bright light; and it was amusing to recognise her 
acquaintances in the wonderful costumes some of thom had 
seen £t to assume. She would have lited some one to 
lawgb with, at a. shepherdess dancing, crook and all; and 
she highly appreciated a good-nntured old gentleman, who 
was willing to do anything, howcTcr absurd, that could 
please his friends, and had come out as my grave Lord 
Keeper himself, with 



Caroline looked more like a beauty than she had ever 
seen her before. Her fair ringlets and white neck had a 
peculiar elegance, set off by the delicate fan-like ruff, and 
graceful head-gear of the Countess Amy. The only fault 
that Marian could find was, that poor Amy never could have 
looked as if she had so much mind as Caroline's countenance 
expressed. As to her partner, Marian did not behold him 
with very different feelings, from those with which she 
would have regarded the real lilarl of Leicester, could she 
have had one peep at the actual pageant of Kenilworth, 
with its olitward pomp, masking the breaking hearts be- 
neath. Thereupon she ioU deep into musings on " Kenil- 
worth," which she had read at home, when so young and 
uniearaed in novels as not to have a guess at what would 
happen, when it was all a wonder and fairy-land of delight, 
and when poor Treasilian's name of Edmund had been his 
first charm in her eyes, even before she loved him for his 
deep character and Dielancholy fete. She thought how un- 
like all this commonplace world was to the world it aped — 
how far these KaJeighs and Sidneys were from being worthy 
to usurp the name even for one evening ! and as to Tressilian, 
how impossible to see any face here that would even sha- 
dow her idea of him I And yet she did not know ; she 
might have to change her mind. There actually was a oonu- 
tenance handsome, thoughtful, almost melancholy enough 
for Tressilian himself, with the deep dark eyes, pale, clear, 
Bun-burnt, brown complexion, and jetty hair that befitted 
her hero j a short beard and dark dress would have com^ 
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ploted him, but she almost tliouglit it a pity that such a face 
should appear above a scarlet coat and gold epaulettes. 

However, Tressilian had boon moving towards tlie end 
of the room where she was standing, and was coming so near 
that she could not study him after the first ; so she turned 
to speak to Miss Faulkner, who had finislied her cjuadrille, 
and just as a polka was commencing, she was surprised by 
finding Tressilian himself standing by her, and asking io 
have the honour of dancing with her. 

" Thank you, I don't dance the Polka," she replied; and 
as she spoke quick flashes of thought crossed her thus — " I 
have not been introduced to him — I have met him before — 
how horrid of Tressilian 's face to talk of polkas— ha I it is 
Edmund ! " 

Edmund Arundel's eye it was that was glancing at her 
with a look of great amusement at her bewilderment. 

" The next quadrille," he proceeded, in the same cere' 
monioua voice. 

" Edmund, Edmund, I did not know you in tho least ! 
Wko would have thought of seeing you here ? " 

"Why not? Did you not know we were asked?" 

" Asked ^ yes; but who would Lave come wlio could 
have! helped it 1 " 

" I wanted particularly to see you." Then, after speak- 
ing to Mrs. Lyddell, he turned to her again, and resumed, 
" But am I not to have tlie pleasure of dancing the next 
quadrille with you ? " 

" If it is any pleasure to you, I am sure you are very 
welcome." 

" In the moan time, what is the meaning of your not 
being amongst the performers ? You used to be a capital 
shot," 

" I ? 0, of course I could not shoot before all tho 

" Well, I was in hopes my pupil had been doing me 
credit ; so much so, that I tried very hard to make that lady 
with the silver arrow into you, and — " as Marian looked at 
Miss Grimley's thin, freckled face, and reddish, sandy locks, 
and could not help smiling, he continued, " when that would 
not quite do, I went on trying to turn each maid of honour 
into you, till, just as I gave you up, I saw joung Dashwoed 
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fixed in ooateraplation ; and ■well he might he, for there was 
Bomething so majestic as could be nothing but ZenoMa, 
Queen of the East, or Miss Arundel herself." 

" Majestic I Donsense 1 nothing can feci less majestic." 

" Then decidedly you are not what jou seem," 

" I was trying all the time to make you into Tressilian, 
only your red coat was in the way. You know I novov saw 
you in it before." 

" And so you have given up archery 1 " 

" 0, no ! I shoot at homo ; only I cannot make a spec- 
tacle of myself, — I hate the whole thing so much." 

" And you would not wear a fancy dress 1 " 

" Yow see I am in monrniag." 

" Why, who is dead ? " 

" Don't you know ! Old Mr, Thomas Marehmont." 

" Yes, and his great-grandfather likewise ! Well, you cer- 
tainly are inclined to make the most of your connection with 
tlie peerage." 

" Edmund ! " and for the first time Marian felt as if she 
had been making herself more foolish than magnanimous. 
He gave her his arm and they walked along together. He 
presently began abruptly, "What I came here for was to 
consult you about a plan for Gerald. You see I shall never 
get at him unless I have him alone. Now I don't like to 
take him away from you for the holidays, but I do not see 
how it is to be managed otherwise." 

" I don't do him any good now," said Marian sadly. 

"What I thought of was this; I find I can get leave 
for two months this summer. Now suppose I was to take 
him to Marchmont's grouse shooting place in Scotland, and 
about among the Highlands and IsJauds. Perhaps the 
pleasure of that excursion would make up for the being car- 
ried off by an awful guardian, and those scrambles might 
bring him to the old footing with me." 

" it would be very nice to have him with you," said 
Marian ; " but " 

" Well, what is the but ? " 

" I don't know, only would not taking him. home be more 
likely to revive old associations than anything else 1 " 

"No," answered Edmund mo^t decidedly; then in a 
more hesitating manner, as if cistmg about for reasons, he 
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added, " I mean he was at Lome last year — it would not ap- 
pear so inviting aa this expedition — it would be giving everj 
one a great deS of trouble." 

" To have the Manor House set to rights — yes — but 
just a week at the Parsonage — ^just to revive the old feelings 
with you. For you to tea^ Uim hoiv to behayo to tho Fern 
Torr people." 

''No," repeated Edmund, "it would not do." 

He spoke in a manner that made Marian look up in his 
iace with surprise, and excldm as if hurt, " Then you are 
really easting off poor old Fern Torr." 

The next moment she was sorry she had said so, for hia 
namesake in " Kenilworth" could never have worn a more 
melancholy aspect than he, as he answered iu a very low 
voice of deep feeling, " I am the last man in the world to 
be reproached with too little affection for Fern Torr." 

Marian was grieved, surprised, confused, but she had no 
time to find an answer, for the quadrille was forming, Ed- 
mund began a searclt for vis a vis, and she found herself 
danoing before she had made up her mind what she should 
have said if she could have replied at once ; but it was too 
late to return to the subject, and she thought it best to be- 
gin 'entirely another, by asking, the next time they were 
standing still, how he liked the officers of his now regiment. 

" Very much, most of them," replied Edmund ; " ono or 
two are particularly nice people." 

" Do you like any as well aa Captain Gresham or " 

" New friends are not old ones," quickly answered Ed- 
mund. 

" no, but if you knew thorn as well, are there any 
equally worthy to be liked? 1 want you to be comfortable 
there very much, aa it ia all our fault." 

" Don't say any more of that, Marian. Thank jou, I 
am very comfortable — they are a very pleasant set." 

" Are there any of them here f " 

" Yes, three of them." 

VEt6 cut short his speech, and when they paused again 
lie began, " I mean you to dance with Dashwood — tliere 
that rosy tall boy standing partnerless behind the lady in a 
Swiss fly-away cap," 

"01 see," said Marian. 
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" Tcs, and don't be high and mighty with liini." 

" Iligli and mighty, wlien I am only shy," 

" Effects are seen, canses ate not eijnaUy on tlio surface." 

" Edmund ! " 

" Well, he is a very nice right-minded boy, Tcry shy 
himself; so don't be grand, for I have a great regard for 
him, and I want him to ha^e a pleasant evening." 

Marian was considerably frightened by being told to bo 
agreeable, the thing which of all others she thought the 
most difScult; hut she would attempt anything for the salie 
of obliging Edmund, and making no answer, consoled herself 
with, thinking how far off the next quadrille was. In the 
mean time, wliilst she danced in the most business-like and 
least pleasure-like way possible, she was pondering on what 
she had to say on her own account to her cousin, and when 
the quadrille was over and he took her to the sapper room 
in quest of ices, she eagerlj' began, " Then you think me 
wrong about my fancy dress ?" 

" Shall I ^Te your own favourite reply ? " 

" Don't you thick it a good thing to avoid all this folly 
aud expense?" 

" And to prove Miss Arundel's lofty contempt for finery 
and foolery? " 

" I do not want to set myself up, but how am I to help 
thinking all this nonsense ? " 

" A hard question, since no one attempts to say it is far 
otherwise ; but after all, everything in this world is nonsense, 
oscept as a means of doing right or wrong." 

" And you do not think I made this nonsense a moans 
of doiag right ?" 

" If it had been any body else, I should have admired, 
but I do not trust you. However I know notliing about it, 
I cannot judge of the amount of sacrifice. Cream ice or 

They could not converse any more just then, and in the 
nest polka, Clara, who not being come out, was not well off 
for partners, was extremely honoured and delighted by being 
asked to dance by Mr. Arundel When the turn of a etuad- 
rille came round again, Edmund, as good as his word, intro- 
duced to Marian his youthful ensign, and she, dreadfully 
afraid of not obeying Edmund by being ngreeable to his 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



132 THB T 

friend, set herself to talk with all her n It t Id J wh t 
Bome of the costumes were intended to p t p ltd 
as to the others, found him very plea t d d 1 hy 
mating him consider his friend's cousin a d I ghtf 1 h 

was handsome, and he had been very m h mp d w th 
her countenance. She saw Edmund was w 11 pi d t 
him looking animated and gratified, a d th c| 

was that she had to dance with anothei f h b th ffi 
cers, and after all it had not been byaymii hhd 
work to be amiable as she was apt to im At y t 

she never liked a ball so well, but then she had ncvi,r met 
Edmund at any other, which might account for it. After 
fcho last quadrille, Mrs. Lyddcll summoned her to come 
home, they took their leave of Caroline and Clara, whom 
Mrs. Lyddell promised to fetch to-morrow : Lady Julia was 
particularly full of empressement and affection, delighted that 
dear Caroline had been looking so lovely. Sho even came 
out with them to the cloak-room, where her son waa assiduous 
in shawling Mrs, Lyddell, and all manner of civilities seemed 
to he passing among them in a low voice, while Kdmuud 
having disengaged Marian's shawl from the aurrounding dra^ 
pery, said, as he put it round her, " Then it is settled that I 
take Oerald and try to do for the best ? " 

" if you are so hind " 

" Don't trust too much to it. I will try, which is all I 
can do." 

'' No one can do him any good if you cannot." 

" Hushl And I must thank j'ou for taking my scolding 
in auch good part." 

" I deserved it." 

" I have since been thinking you are probably right. I 
am sure you arc in the principle of the thiug. It was the 
particular applioation that startled me." 

Mrs. Lyddell moved on, the carriage was at the door, 
they were all in it, Elliot of course last, and as he threw 
himself back in his comer and the door waa shut, he ex- 
claimed in a satisfied tone, " Well ! he ia coming it pretty 
strong i " Who was coming what? thought Marian, but her 
suspense did not last long, for Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell both 
chimed in with esclamatious of satisfaction which left no 
doubt that they were delighting themselves in tho prospect 
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of sGoIiig Oai'olinc miatresa of HigK Powii, Marian liad 
been in some sligiit degree prepared for this, slie Icnew Mr. 
and Mrs. Lyddell would bighiy approve, nay, consider such 
a marriage as fulfilling their highest expectations, such an 
establishment as ■ all that could be wished; and depending 
as she did on Caroline's principle and right feeling, she was 
eorrj to think how much vexation and worrying was in store 
for her. As she eat disregarded and forgotten through that 
long dark drive, hearing all the eager gratulations and antici- 
pations of her three eompanions, regarding a marriage which 
she could not think of without a sort of horror, how did she 
despise them, feel imprisoned, and long to make her escape. 
She had not the least doubt as to what Caroline would do ; 
her rejection of such a man was a matter of certainty; but 
Marian was vexed with her for having allowed herself to be- 
come so iutimate with the Faulkners, and thought she had 
brought on herself all the annoyances that would follow. 

Tired, irritated, excited, Marian was very glad to escape 
from the carriage, wish the rest good night, and run up to her 
owu room. She sat before her glass, slowly bi^ushiag out 
lier long dark hair, and trying to bring home her feverish 
thoughts, .and dwell on what had passed, especially with 
Edmund, on whom she had not yet had time to think, and of 
all those hints of his, as to her behaviour in this matter. 
Had he approved it or not ? or would he if he had known all 
the circumstances ? There was something that struck her a 
good deal in his saying " I cannot judge o£ the amount of 
sacrifice." Had it been a sacrifice to wear a plain dress, to 
abstain from archery? It would have been to Clara, but 
was it to her ? and as she looked at the two grey volumes, 
with their store of pretty engravings and pleasant reading 
which lay on her table, and thought that they were her own 
for life, and that Anne Clifford's di'ess would now be laid 
aside and useless for ever after the archery prize, if she liad 
won it, would be worthless, and the admiration, had she 
valued it, passed from her ears, she could not feel, for one 
instant, that it had been a sacrifice. Then agaia came his 
words, " every thing in this world is nonsense, except as a 
means of doiug right or wrong," Yes, pretty books, pleasant 
pictures, taste and intellect were in themselves as little pre- 
cious as dress and finery, things as fleeting when compai'ed 
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with eternity, except ao far as they trained the soul and tlia 
higher faculties which might endure for ever. She thought 
of "Whether there he prophecies, they shall fail, whether 
there be tongues, they shall cease, whether there be know- 
ledge, it shall vanish away." AH was a shadow except 
that charity which never faileth, a beautiful picture, even as a 
costly dresa 1 the way we treat these things alone endariiig. 
Her head throbbed as she tried to be certain as to whether 
she had acted right. If the dress had requh'ed the money set 
apart for the poor she would have been perfectly clear about 
i^ but she knew it need not have done so. Would her vanity 
have been gratified ? Decidedly not — admiration of her face 
was so distasteful to her proud shrinking bashfulnessj that she 
felt it like an insult when reported to ner, and could almost 
have wished not to be so handsome, if it had not been more 
agreeable to an artist-like eye to see a tolerable physiognomy 
in the glass, when obliged to look there, and besides she 
would not hut be like the Arundels, and was well satisfied 
with the consciousness of having their features, as indeed 
she would have been if (heir noses had been turned up and 
their " foreheads villaaoua low." If her vanity was gratl- 
fiedi it was fcy standing apart from, and being able to look 
down on the rest of the world ; and as Marian became con- 
scious of this, her mind turned from it with the vexation of 
spirit, the disgust and sensation of dislike, and willingness 
to forget all about it, that every one is apt to feel wiSk re- 
gard to a vanity passed away — something analogous to the 
contempt and dialiie with which we turn from the withered 
shreds of tangible vanity, faded and crumpled artificial 
flowers, and tumbled gauze ribbon when disinterred from 
some dusty and forgotteu comer. Wo feeling is much more 
unpleasant than the loathing of an old vanity ; and though 
this of Marian's was not yet old, yet that touch of Edmund's 
which had shown her how he regarded her "high-and- 
mightin^s," had made her very much ashamed of it. Then 
came the question whether it was, after all, self-will that had 
actuated her, pride and self-will, leading her contiaiy to 
every one's wishes, where she was not sure that she was ful 
filling a duty. Again, on the other hand, theie was this 
point about the Eaulkner family, her dislike to them w is 
founded on principle; indeed it was n t dislik in ?ho 
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allowed tiicir agrecableiiess of manner, it. was disapproval; 
it was determiuation not to enter iato anytking approacliicg 
to intimate acquaintance with a man whom she believed to 
be little better than an infidel. If Edmund knew this, 
would not he think her right ? But then to be consistent, 
she should not have accepted his hospitality in any degree; 
she ought not to have gone to the ball, nor ever to have 
diaed at his house. How far was she called on to set her 
face against him, how far waa she independent, how far was 
obedience to the Lyddells a duty? This must be for a 
ijuestion for Edmund another time, and she' hoped that 
Caroline's refusal would put an end to the intercourse. Nor 
were these all her reflections. She thought of Edmund and 
his kindness to Gerald, and the hopes, nay the confidence 
which it revived in her, setting her mind fully at rest about 
her precious brother, for in spite of Edmund's despondency, 
she could not help trusti^ entirely to the renewal of his ia- 
fluence; for who was like Edmund ? Who so entirely treated, 
as well as spoke of, the world as nothing except as a means 
of doing right or wrong 1 

But then that he should he out of spirits, as she had 
moi-e plainly than ever perceived to-night, in spite of the 
gaiety he had at first assumed, his manner of replying wheu 
she pressed him to go to Eern Torr, and his absolute avoid- 
ance of itj struck and puzzled her much as well as grieved 
her. She knew his loneliness, and could understand that he 
might be melaueholy, hut why he should shrink from the 
home he Bo loved was beyond what she could fathom. 

She knew Clara would laugh at her for his having come 
so many miles on her account. Yes, quite sure that it was 
nousense. Edmund had talked of coming to see her, so openly, 
he had laughed at and blamed her so uncompromisingly, 
that she had no doubt that he had not the least incliaation 
to fall in love with her. She had the best of elder brothers 
iu him, aud he would take care of Gerald, and, happy in her 
confidence she fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Every doot ]a tsitrrM witb gold imd opensMI: lo ^Idon keys. 

Seaming flir the largo racitenient that tlie coming years would yield, 
J^iaet hearffid asaboy nLeafirot holenvefiblsMhor'e^d." 

Thkbtsob. 

Maeian was not up nincJi later than usual the next morning, 
but s!iQ had a long time to wait for the rest of the party. 
Sbe read, wrote, drew, tried to busy herself as usual alt the 
moroiiig, hut whether it was that she was tired with her hall, 
or that she waa anxious about Caroline, she did Bot prosper 
very much, and grew restless and dissatisfied. She wished 
she knew whether she liad done right, she wished she could 
feel that she had been kind and accommodating. 

Her head was dull and heavy from the struggle to oc- 
cupy herself when her mind was foil, and after luncheon she 
tried to drive her stupidity away by a very long ride. Groom 
and horses were always at her service, as a part of Mrs. 
Lyddell's justice to her, and off she set, in search of breezes, 
to the highest and furthest downs, by her attainable. On 
she went, cantering fast, feeling her power over her spirited 
pony, letting the summer sun shine full on her face, and the 
wind, when she bad ridden -where she could meet it, stream 
in a soft ripple round her head, like the waves of the summer 
tide. She rode far enough to attain the object she had pro- 
posed to herself, namely, to look down on Salisbury spire, 
pointing up in its green valley with the fresh meadows 
around it, giving a sense of refreshment, repose and holy in- 
fluence, which hor eve carried to her mind. Good men had 
raised that pile, had knelt there, sung iu praise there, and 
now lay asleep within its grey walls and shady cloisters ; 
men and women who bad beea to the full as much wearied 
and perplexed with sin and worldliness around them as she 
could ever feel ; they had struggled through, their worn 
and fainting hearts had rested there, and now their time of 
peaoe was come. Why should it not be ao with her ? 

Ah I but things were changed ; in their time there was 
energy ; there were great crimes indeed, but the Church vias 
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active. The bad was very bad, tut tie good was very good, 
there were real broad questions then of riglit and wrong, 
not tho coldness and frivolity, where all was so worthless 
that there was scarce a possibility cf eating or seeing whicli 
part was the right. 

No, Marian would not aectise the time in which she was 
born, and the station to which it had pleased God to call 
her. Mr. Wortley had warned her against that. She had 
a Chareh, the one trae holy Catholic Church, as surely and 
truly, nay, the very same that those nien of old had, and was 
as much bound to love it, serve it, fight for it in her own 
way, as ever they had felt themselves. Life, truth, goodness, 
there was still, she saw it, knew it, felt it in some ; and 
though there was little of it in her immediate home, so little 
as to make her heart faint, she knew that 



If there was tliis frivolity, this deadness and chilliness 
about these present days, she knew it was a temptation long 
since prophesied of, as about to grow on tho world '■ when 
the love of many should wax cold," but the help and the 
hope were never to fail, and while she might but grasp after 
them, she had enough to do, and need not feel faint and 
weary. 

Her ride had done her good, her sensation of bodily las- 
situde and mental stupidity had been driven off by the active 
exercise which had produced a more wbolcsomo kind of fa- 
tigue, and the temper which tended to discontent had partly 
gone with them, partly been chased away by reflection in a 
right spirit. As she was entering the park, Elliot, also on 
horseback, canio up in time to profit by the same opening of 
the gate, 

" Are you but just come liome, Marian ? " said he, " I 
thought I was very late." 

" I don't know what o'clock it is, but I see the suu ia 
getting low." 

" Have not you been at High Down ? " 

" No, I have been to Ueacon Hill." 

" To Beacon Hill ! Tliat is a ride ! And you have not 
seen any of them since they came homo ? " 
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" No, I have been out all the afternoon." 

" Well, I Lave a notion you will have Eometting to hear. 
I dare say yon have some idea. Oatcb a young lady not up 
to a thing like that." 

A cold horror and disgust came over Marian, and she 
would not mate a single iuquiry, hut Elliot went on, 

" So you will ask no questions ? I believe you are in 
the secret the whole time." 

" No, I am not." 

" No ? You will never persuade me that you are noS. 
Why, what else can you ladies sit up half the night talking 
about in your bed rooms? " 

Marian despised hint too much to deny. 

" Then do you really mean to profess," said Elliot, turn- 
ing full towards her, so as to look her in the face in what 
she deemed an impertinent way, " that you cannot guess the 
news that is waiting for you ? " 

For once in her life she could not say " I don't know," 
and her answer was a very cold " I believe I do ; " while in 
the meantime she was almost feeling, and quite looking, as 
if she could have cut off his head. His dis agree ableness 
was the one present pain, but behind it was undefined con- 
sternation, for she perceived that, at any rate, he did not 
think Caroline had refused Mr. Faulkner. 

" Ton keep your congratulations till it is formally an- 
nounced," said he maliciously, still looking at her, though 
few save himself could have failed to be abashed by the firm, 
severe expression of her dark eyes, and lips compressed into 
all the sternness of the Queen of Olympus. 

Happily they were so close to the house that Marian, 
who would not deign a. reply, could avoid him without ab- 
soIuf« rudeness, bhe threw her rein to the groom, and 
sprung to the ground before Elliot bad time to offer his 
assistance, then ran hastily across the hall just as Clara was 
coming out of the drawing-room, 

" Why, Elliot I " cried Clara meeting her brother, '■ you 
have not been riding with Marian ? " 

" With Marian ? No, I thank you 1 I only met witk 
her at the gate, and have been spoiling your niarlcct." 

"You don't mean that you have been telling her?" 
jricd Ciara ; " I wanted to have been first." 
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"Precious little tLanka you'll get!" said Elliot; tut 
Ckra, without attending to liim, flew up stairs after Marian, 
wto Iiad reached her room, and while Fanny was endeavour- 
ing to gel her dressed in time for dinner, was trying to col- 
lect her dismayed thoughts. She would not believe Caroline 
so foolish, nay, so wicked as to accept him, yet if it could 
possibly be true, what in the world should she say or do, 
which way should she loot, or how should she answer ? In 
the midst of her first confusion in danced Clara, with a face 
full of delight at having something to toll, theu looking 
bkiik at FaBny'a presence. 

" Marian — my dear Marian — what do you think ? " was 
her first eager beginning, then changing into " How— how 
late you are — where have you been ! I really thought you 
had been out with Elliot," and she laughed. 

" I only fell in with him at the gate. I have been to 
Beacon Hill." 

" Have jott indeed ? I wish you had come with 
mamma I So Elliot has been provoking, and told yoa," she 
added, stopping there, and looking significant. 

Marian glanced at Fanny, and shook her head. She was 
very glad she had such a protector, to give her time to col- 
lect her thoughts, but this was not easy, for Clara went 
rattling on in an eager discursive way about all sorts of 
things, the archery, the dancing, the partners, the dresses, 
hardly knowing what she said, nor Marian either, fidgeting 
about, trying to expedite the dressing, and looking most im- 
patient, till at last Marian, ansiona to know what had really 
taken place, pitying her ei^emess, and willing to have it 
over, hurried the fastening of her dress, and arranging of 
her lace, and told Fanny to leave them. 

" O Marian I Marian ! what a shame of Elliot to have 
told you all about it. Did you expect it ? " 

" He only half told me," replied Marian, " but make 
haste, Clara, let me hear. Is Caroline really engaged! " 

" Yes — yes — O yes ! and every one is so delighted, Lady 
Julia, and Julia and Louisa, and all 1 " 

" And she has accepted bim ?" 

" yes to be sure — at least — yes, only you know it ia 
too soon to settle when they will be married. What a 
charming wedding it will bo, won't it, Marian ? — you and I 
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and Julia and Louisa, and their cousins will be bridesmaida 
! how deliglitfnl it will be. And then I shall eome out.' 

" But Clava, Olai-a, don't be wild, do tell me all about 
it." 

" AU 1 you see you missed something by not coming to 
stay there as we did. And to tell you a great secret, 
Marian, Louisa saya she really believes that it waa you thai 
her brother thought of, when be first accepted Elliot's invita- 
tion to come and stay here." 

"Nonsense," said Marian, though her eolour would rise, 

" And he had not seen Caroline then, Louisa says," 
proceeded Clara, but there she got into an inextricable con- 
fusion, and was not speedy in stammering out of it, having 
suddenly remembered that it was no great compliment to 
tell Marian that Louisa bad saJd how glad they all were that 
it was not Miss Arundel. Marian cut the hesitation short 
by saying, " You have not told me when it was settled, or 
liow you heard it." 

"It was settled last night after you were gone — in the 
conservatory — such a pretty place for a love affair, as Louisa 
says— at Jeast I mean he asked her, but I don't think she 
gave him any real regular answer — no, certainly she did not." 

" Did you know of it that evening? " 

" yes, Louisa and I had great fun in watching him all 
day, and al! the day before, wo saw it all quite plain." 

" But did Caroline tell you that night ? " 

" Yes, of course she did. She could not have kept it 
from me, you know, for I began to laugh at her the minute 
we came up, and asked her if she had not been delightfully 
employed, and you should have seen what a colour she grew 
directly." 

" And what did she say? " asked Marian very anxiously, 
almost hoping it might prove that Caroline's acoeptance 
might have been taken for granted without having been 
really given. 

" I don't exactly remember what she said, she was very 
grave and said it was no laughing matter, or something of 
that kind, and she walked np and down and begged me ta 
be quiet and let her think." 

■■ WcU ! " 

" Then I begged her only to let mo know if ho had pro 
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Itosed, and wliat slie !iad said, and she told me she liad said 
nothing — she could not tell — she must have time, and then 
she leant her head against the aide of the bed, and said she 
wished she knew what to do I And when I tried to cheer 
her up, and said how delightful it would be " 

" Olara, how could you ? " broke from Marian. 

" Ah ! I know you can't bear the Eaulkners, but you 
must now, for they will be your cousins, you know, Marian. 
And I assure you I did not say anything siily, I said it was 
not only that Mr. Faulkner is handsono and rioh, that would 
not be aaythiag, you know, but he is so sensible and so 
agreeable, and kind, and good tempered, and we are all so 
fond of him, and the Faulknera all so fond of her, and it 
would be so very nice to have her close to us, and mamma 
would bo so charmed. Well, poor dear girl, she did not 
sleep at ail that night, and this moroing she only wanted, 
if she could, to have sent a note for us to be sent for to 
come home to breakfast, but that could not be, you know, and 
when we came down, Lady Julia was so kind and affeotion- 
at-e, and kissed her and said she waa tired, and took her to 
lie on the sofa, in the little boudoir. Lady Julia sat with 
her there first, and then Mr, Faulkner came, and stayed with 
her a long, long time." 

" O ! " sighed Marian, " was it settled then ? " 

' Not exactly settled, but somewhere about three 
o'olook, Mr. Faulkner ordered hia horse, and rode out to 
find papa, and then Caroline ran up to our room, and bolted 
the door, and said she could not let me in, but just then 
mamma came and went up to her, and it was all joy and con- 
gratulation through the whole house. Mr. Faulkner came 
back and papa with him. But dear me, there is the second 
beSI ! Como, Marian ! 0, I do so wish you had been 
there." 

If Marian had been there, perhaps things would not hava 
been exactly as they were at present, though this was very 
far from what Olara intended by her wish. Marian had 
done infinite mischief by the severity which had weakened 
theoalyhome influence exoepting Walter's which held Caroline 
to the right. Caroline respected her extremely, but the con- 
fidence and affection which had been growing up slowly but 
surely out of that root of esteem, had been grievously 
9' 
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cbilled and bliglitod, and at a most crlticfil time. It Lad in 
fact been alroost killed do'wn to the ground, and thougli the 
voot was a healthy one, and might yet ahoot forth again, the 
opportunity had been missed when it might have heen 
turned to good account. 

Caroline inew Mr. Faulkner not to be a religious man, 
and her better principles warned her against him ; hut on 
the other hand she really liked his Diaunois estremely, Lev 
heart was warmed towards him by his preference and ex- 
pressions of affection, and she did not know whether she 
loved him already or not, or whether she should allow her- 
self to love him, aa he was sure she could do. She had 
been used to a world where the scryice o£ God was not the 
first object; she had always lived with men whose thoughts 
and time were otherwise engrossed, and though she might 
regret what she saw, her standard had been lowered, anil she 
was far less inclined to hold aloof from one whom her con- 
science did not approve, than if she had been accustomed to 
see everything desirable in her own family; in those whom 
nature and duty obliged her to love and respect. 

By the Fardkners she was greeted with such kindness as 
to win her heart, and she thought the power she would en- 
joy at High Down would enable her to set things on a foot- 
ing there, on which she could never place them at home ; 
she eould not fail to be happy with Mr. Faulkner ; she might 
work upon his mind, if he loved her as he said be did. 
Still there stood tie great unanswerable obstacle, the three 
words, " It is wrong ! " If she stood alone, if there was no 
family on either side, she could, she would refuse, but dismay 
seized on her when she thought of the displeasure, the perse- 
cutiou at home if she rejected him ; on the other hand she 
shrank from ingratitude for the kindness of the Faulkners. 
There was Clara putting her in mind of all that could bias 
her in his favour, rejoicing already, saying how all the family 
would rejoice. 

that interval, that night! if Marian had but stood 
there with the grave, earnest, heartfelt voice that repelled 
all sophistry with, the wonted " I don't know," if the dark 
eyes had been there to look with contempt on alt but the 
" right," and to £11 with tears, the more touchiog because so 
rare, as her tenderness, her deep feeling would have been 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



called out by the sensation of Boeing and aiding a friend to 
struggle nobly against a tempbation, if Caroline bad felt and 
seen the Buperiority, the loTeablenesa of real, true, unooni- 
proniising regard for right, and right alone, if she had been 
by one touch made to partake of the horror Marian felt of 
any failure in faith, then all the Innate strength and noble- 
ness of her character might have been awakened, and she 
would have clung to " the right" at any cost, supported, 
carried through by Marian's approval aud sympathy, keeping 
ber up to feel that higher approval was with her. 

But alas 1 alas ! Marian was at a distance, and her image 
had at present connected itself with harshness and haughti- 
ness. She might be good, but such goodness did not invite 
imitation ; she did not appear half as agreeable as the Faulk- 
ners. Caroline turned away from the recollection of her, was 
all night and all the morning distressed, undecided, aud 
Taciilating ; then came Lady JuBa's affection, her lover press- 
iug his suit, she hardly knew what she had said, but ste found 
her consent was assumed, both families were rejoicing in it, 
she found herself considered to be eng^ed, and she i-etumed 
home bewildered at all that had passed, flattered, almost in- 
toxicated with the atteution of various kinds paid her by 
every one at High Down, and when her wonted dread of 
Marian's disapproving eye would return, hardening herself 
against it with the thought that Marian could not make every 
one aa Utopian as her own Edmund and Fern Torr, that she 
was proud and determined lu prejudice, and after all what 
right had she to interfere ? Of Walter, Caroline did not dare 
to think. 

Marian came down with Clara, wearing a rigid company 
countenance, expreaslns move of indifference than of anjtliing 
else ; she would not look at Caroline lest her eye should seem 
to judge her, and only by fnriive glances perceived that she 
looked pale, worn and wearied. There was talk about the 
ball going on all dinner-time, but Caroline hardly put In a 
word, and Marian's were not many. Directly after dinner 
Caroline said she was tired, and should lie down till tea-time ; 
she went and Mrs. fiyddell, taking Marian by the hand, ex- 
claimed, "Now, Marian, I must be congratulated. I sup- 
pose Clara baa told you all about It." 

" Yes Clara told me," said Marian, resolved not to 
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offend except nliere she could not avoid it without saerifieiug 
ti-uth. 

" You cowld scarcely be smprised," said Mrs. LyddelL 
" It has been evident for a long time. Dear Caroline I Wet!, 
I am aare this is a satisfaction ! Settled so near home, and 
family and connection exactly what conld he wtshecl, and so 
extremely fond of her." 

■' Yea, Lady Julia is Tery fond of her." 

Mrs. Lyddell was too much rejoiocd herself not to tafeo 
sympathy for granted. The point on whioh Caroline's scru- 
ples were founded, and which caused Marian's dislike, had 
never even occurred to her : she lived little, or rather not at 
all, in Mai-ian's confidence, and really did not know that she 
disliked the FaiJkners more than any one else, eince her man- 
ners were so universally distant, tliat a little ungraciousness 
more or Iciss was not very visible to a casual observer like 
Mrs. Lyddell. That same ordinary coldness and undemon- 
stratiyeness which had never thawed to Mrs, lyddell was fie 
reason that the entire absence of any expression of gladness 
or congratulation was not remarked, or at least only taken 
as her way, and hesidea at the bottom of her heart, Mrs. 
Lyddell was very mnch otliged to Marian for the repelling 
manner which had left the field to her daughter. So Marian 
got very well through half an hour's interview, without giving 
offence ; but she feared the Uie-a-tHe with Caroline, and re- 
solved as much aa possible to avoid it, since she could do no 
good, and did not think it right to express her sentiments 
unless they were positively called for. Disappointed in 
Carolino, grieved, giving her up for lost, yet loving and pity- 
ing her, she had rather never meet her again, certainly not 
have any confidential intercourse with her. 

She need not have feared : Caroline was quite as much 
inclined to avoid her as she could be to avoid Caroline ; bj 
mutual consent they shunned being left alone together, and 
talked of indifEerent matters if they were, for there was not 
familiarity enough for silence. When with the others Caro- 
line was the same as usual, lively, agreeable, obliging ; per- 
haps^ and Marian thought it strange, a shade gayer than her 
wont. In her behaviour to Mr; Faulkner every one agreed 
that she was exactly the right thiag, c[uiet and sensible, and, 
es people said, " evidently so very much attached to him." 
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Marian would Lave given worlds to know what waa passing 
in her secret soul, but the right of reading there was gone. 
What did Walter think 1 To this also there was no answer ; 
if lie wrote, Marian heard nothing about his letter, and he 
did not come home. He was to be ordained in the autumn 
to a curacy in a, large manufacturing town in the north of 
England, and in tlie meantime he was staying therewith one 
of the other curates, helping in the schools, and learning 
something of the work before him. There was not a doubt in 
Marian's mind that his sister's engagement must be a great 
sorrow to him, and that this was the reason why he would 
not come home, even for a short visit. Tor Caroline, so 
really good, right thinking and excellent as she was, so far 
above the general tone of her family, wilfully to place her- 
self in such a situation, to cast away all the high and true 
principles with which she had onee been imbued, was too 
sad and grievous to be borne by one who loved her as Ma- 
rian., did all the time, and how much worao it must be for * 
her brother ? 

Tes, little did most of those who saw Marian's unmoved, 
marble countenance, and lieai'd her stiff, fovnial words, guess 
at the intensity of feeling beneath, which to those who knew 
her best was betokened by that very severity ; how a.cutely 
she was suffering for the future before Caroline, how strong 
were the impulses to plead with her once more, how sick and 
loathing her heart felt at the manner in which this hateful 
connection was treated by all around. If that reserve could, 
or ought to, have been broken, Marian would have astonished 
them all 

If her former anxieties about Gerald had been as of old, 
she really did not know how she could have endured them 
in addition to all this ; but while she was at ease about him 
nothing could quite overwhelm her. And she was very 
happy about him; Mr. LyddcU had readily consented to 
the Highland plan, and Gerald was so enchanted that ha 
forgot all his former fears of Edmund, saw in him only a 
fellow- sportsman, and when he wrote to tell his sister of the 
project, decorated his letter with a portrait of the holidays, 
every one of the thirty-seven days represented in a sort of 
succession of clouds one behind the other, in each of which 
Gerald was doing something delightful, — boating, shooting, 
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bagging his game, and enjoying an infinite variety of sports, 
tte invention and representation of wliicli. did considerable 
credit to his ingenuity. On the very day after the Eton 
election, he met Edmund in London, and they set off toge- 
ther to spend the time before the ecstatic twelfth of August 
in visits to the Trosaehs, to Eingal's cave, and every other 
Scottish wonder of note. 

Lionel returned alone, and the first thing lie said as 
he skimmed Ms hat across the hall table was, "There! 
thank goodness, I shan't touch a book again these five weeks I " 
Every one asked after his eyes, but they told their own story, 
for they were considerably inflamed, and so evidently out of 
order that Mrs. Lyddell herself grew anxious, and the apo- 
thecary, Mr. Wells, was sent for. He spoke of their having 
been over tried by the school work, advised complete rest, 
and sent his mixture to bathe them, which in a day or two 
rednoed the inflammation, made them oomfortatle, and re- 
stored them to their ordinary appearance, so that all anxiety 
passed off again. 

Marian, like the others, dismissed the fear, though a flash 
of apprehension now and then crossed her mind. She was 
more, with Lionel than the others, they had always been great 
allies, and at present were more thrown together than had 
ever been the case before. Johnny liad been appointed to a 
ship which was to sail from Plymouth in a very short time, 
and he only came home for two or three days, from the school 
where he had been prepared. Mr. Lyddell took him to 
London for his oiitfit, and then on to Plymouth ; Mrs. Lyd- 
dell was extremely overset, more so than Marian had thought 
her capable of being, for johnny was her favourite, she re- 
garded him as a victim, and could not bear to expose him to 
all the perils of sea and climate. 

Johnny however went to Plymouth, and then there was 
nothing to be desired but that he should soon sail, that his 
mother might settle her mind, for in the mean time she was 
nervously anxious and restless, and could soatoely give her 
attention to anything, not Wen to the Paulkners, far less to 
what Marian was obseiTing from time to time about Lionel's 

Now that John and Gerald were away, Lionel was de- 
prived of his wonted companions : Elliot did not patronize 
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him, and was besides too tusy aboiit the races to occasion on 
his own aceouut any home sports in which Lionel miglit have 
taken a share, so that there was no companionship fov him 
excepting with the young ladies. Caroline's and Clara's 
time was a great deal taken up with the Faulkners, and Ma- 
rian and Lionel were thus left out hy all, and almost ohliged 
to make a coalition. 

Lionel haunted the drawing-room in the morning, either 
talking in the half-rho demon tad e, half- in-earnest faahiou of 
boys of sixteen, or listening if there was any reading aloud 
going forward. Clara's readings with Marian and Caroline 
had well-nigh fallen to the gronnd now, and Caroline almost 
always spent the morning in her own room, hut Marian now 
and tiien caught Clara and managed to get her to do some- 
thing rational. More often, however, the reading was on 
Marian's part to Lionel; he liked to hear her read scraps of 
any book she might have in hand, and she was very merciful 
to him in the selection, not being by any means too wise. 
She read him likewise the new numbers of the periodical 
tales, as well as the particulars of the rowing matches and 
cricket matches, overcoming for bis sakeher dislike to touch- 
ing Eliiot's sporting newspaper. Indeed she had not so for- 
gotten her cricket as not to be very much interested, to enter 
into all his notes and comments, and to be as anxious for the 
success of Etoa as lie was himself, so that if she had been 
called to give an account of her whole morning's work for 
three days, she could have said nothing of it but that she 
had been studying the matches at Lord's. 

In the afternoon, if Marian could escape from the drive 
in the carriage, they walked or rode together, the latter when 
it was not too bright a day, for Lionel avoided the sunshine 
like an owl ; and when in their walks a sunny field, or piece 
of down had to be passed, he drew his hat down and came 
under the shelter of Marian's parasol, as if he fairly dreaded 
the glare. He was very apt too not to recognise people 
whom they met, and now and then made such strange mis- 
takes about small objects near at hand, that though they 
were laughed at just at the moment, Marian thought them 
fearful signs when she recollected them afterwards, in that 
half-wakiug half -sleeping time when she had learnt to enter- 
tain herself with anxieties. Chess or baekgammon was the 
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great resource in the evening, when there was no dining out, 
and no grand dinner party, and the number of games Marian 
plajed with him were bejond all reckoning. He played, she 
thought, more by the touch than the eye, often feeling the 
head of apiece to satisfy himself whether it had the king's 
crown or the queen's round head, the bishop's mitre or the 
knight's ears, but he was so quick and ready that it was im- 
possible to tell how far the defect of sight went, and she 
could not bear to ask or awaken his feara. 

She did not think he had any ; she did not believe that 
ho had ever seen quite aa well as other people, and therefore 
trusted to sight less than most ; and his eyes had been so 
often ailing, and then better, that he was not likely to take 
alarm now. If he had, she believed he would have told her, 
for he was very confidential with her, and she often thought 
it a great pity that no one else had thought it worth while 
to enter into him enough to fiad out what a right-thinking, 
sensible boy he was, and how affectionate he would be if they 
would only let him. One day, when they had been taking 
a loBg ride together, he began talking about his intentions 
for tho future. It arose out of some observation about 
the value of a tree in a new and aa old country. Marian 
Lad been lanientlng that no modem houses were ever buill 
with the beautiful patterns of dark timbers, as we see them 
in old farm-houses ; and Lionel answering that so much wood 
could never be afforded in England now. 

'■ No, you must go to a primeval forest for that," said 
Marian ; " and very stupid it is of the people in the oolonios 
to build houses as bad or worse than ours, when they have all 
the materials for nothing." 

" Well, I will build a famous house when I emigrate," 
said Lionel; " a regular model of an old English farm-house it 
shall be, — stout, and strong, and handsome, — just to put the 
people in mind that they do belong to an old country, after 
all." 

" When you emigrate, Lionel ? " 

" Yes, I really have a great mind to do so, seriously, 
Marian," and he rode nearer to her. " I do think it would 
bo the best thing I could do. Don't yon think so ? " 

" I don't know," said Marian, considering, while his eager 
face was turned towards lior. 
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" You see," Lionel eontimied, " we must all do something 
for ourselves; and I am sure my eyes will never bo fit for 
study. To be a clergymau is out of the qnestion for mc, 
even if I was good enough ; and so is the law — " 

" Yes, yes, certainly." 

" Well, then, there is onlj the army, and there one can't 
got on without money. M"ow you know Elliot has oeen a 
monstrous espense to my father of late, and the times have 
grown BO bad, and everything altogether has gone wrong ; bo 
that I think the only thing for it would be for we to go off 
to some new part of the world, where, when I once had a start, 
my own head and hands would maintain me, — no thanks to 
anybody." 

" I dare say it would," said Marian, rather sadly, " I am 
sure these are right grounds, Lionel; but it is a terrible 
severing of all home ties," 

" 0, but I should come back again. I should be an 
Englishman still, and come back when I had made my for- 

" 0, Lionel, don't be in a hurry to make a fortune ; that 
spoils every one." 

" No, np, I am not going to grasp and grab for money ; 
I hate that. Only if the fortune oomes, one does not know 
how, with cattle, or horses, or lands — 0, Marian, think of 
being an Aiistralian stookmaa, riding after those famous 
jockeys of wild bulls — ^hurra! " Lionel rose in his stirrups, 
and flourished his whip round his head, so as greatly to 
amaze his steed. " There is a life to lead in a great place 
bigger than all Europe, instead of being stifled up in this 
little bit of a poky England, every profession choke full of 
people 1 " 

" Well done, Lionel, you do want a field indeed ! " 

" So I do. I hate to be fenced np, and in, every way. 
I should like to brea^ out in some fredi place, and feel I 
had all the world before me ! Then I'll tell you wbat, Ma- 
rian," and he spoke with infinite relish, " suppose matters got 
a Uttle worse here, and they wcro all of them really in 
distress 1 " 

" Lionel ! " 

" Well, but listen. Then I slionld like to come homo 
with all this fortune that I had made somehow, and set them 
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all on tteir legs again ; buy bact the estate, perhaps, and 
give it to papa again ; and then — and then " — bis voice 
quivered a little, and bis eyes winked, aa if the sun had 
dazzled them — " see if mamma would not thinli me woith 
sometbing, ofler all I " 

This was the only time Lionel bad ever said a word to 
show that he waa conscious of his mother's disregard of him ; 
ynd tbe feeling it called up made Marian's heart so full that 
she could not reply. But be wanted no answer, and went 
on, " Would not that be worth living for, Marian ? But, 
after all, that is all nonsense," he added, with a eigb; "at 
least it is all a cbanee. But what I really think is, that I 
should do muob better for myself and every one else, iu one 
of the colonies ; and I have a great mind to speak to my 
father about it. By the by, I wish Mr. Arundel would come 
bore when he has finished his journey with Gerald ; I sbould 
like to talk to Mm about tbe Cape. I rather fancy the Cape, 
because of the lions ; and one might have a chance of a row 
now aad then with the Cafii-ea." 

Mai-ian b^an tilling all she could about the Gape, and 
from that time her tete-d-tetes with Lionel were chiefly spent 
in discussions upon tbe comparative merits of the colonies. 
One thing Lionel waa resolved on. "I will go somewhere 
where there is a Church witbin a tolerable distance, — say 
twenty miles ; that is a short one for a colony, yon know, 
Marian ; for I know I am such a wild fellow, that I abould 
very soon forget everything good, if I had not something to 
put me in miad of it. Or, by the by, Marian, what would 
be jolly would be to get Walter to go ; I dare say he would, 
if it was some place where they were very badly off indeed, 
with plenty of natives, and all very savage," 

Marian understood quite well enough, to agree that it 
must be some place " very badly off indeed to invite 
Walter, and Lionel greatly enjoyed the further arranging of 
plans for taking care of his intended chaplain, whom he meant 
to save from roughing it as much as possible. However, 
this might be I'Cgarded as a very aerial pinnacle of bis castle, 
tbe first foundation of which was yet to be laid, by broaching 
the subject to bis father. Lionel talked over the proposing 
it many times with bis counsellor, and at length resolved 
upon it, with some slight hope that it might save bis eyes 
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from the sufferiog of aaotlier half year at Eton, which, as 
the holidays came nearer to an end, he hogan to dread. 

" You see, Marian," he said, " I do not like to give out, 
when I can help it, for they think it shirking, and there was 
a time when I did shirk ; but a great many times last half, 
I was nearly mad with the aching and smarting of my eyea 
after I had been reading. And all I did was by bits now 
and then ; for if I went on long the letters danced, and there 
was a mist between me and them." 

" I wish yon would tell Mr. Lyddell ; I am sure it is not 
fit to go on in such a way." 

" I have told Wells," answered Lionel, 

A pause — then Lionel said, "I belicvo papa is in tho 
library; I'll go and speak to him about the emigration." 

Marian was very anxious to hear the result of the eon- 
fe ence 1 t ■she coul 1 not find o t anything just at first as 
she ha 1 to d ve o t w th M s T yddell and Caroline to make 
lalls In the evemng ove the game at chess, Lionel told 
her that h s father sd d he sho Id talk to his mother about 
it and two days after he c me to her in the hall, saying, 
' Come anl take a t rn a the plantation walk, Marian; 
't s n nd 1 idi the e an I I havo something to tell 

The sometl nj, wa a's follows ; " Weil, Marian, my 
fathe was ve y k nd sa 1 something about its beiug a sen- 
sible notion, and that he would see about it." 

" But are you to go back to Eton ? " 

" Yes, that must be; and I must scramble on as host I 
may. It wOl be better at first, after all this rest. It is some- 
thing gained that the whole plan is not knocked on the head 
at once." 

" Then he gives his consent ? " 

" Why, he says it wHl be time to thiak of it in a year or 
two, and I am too yoimg as yet, which is true enough ; only, 
I wish I was to be learning farming, instead of torturing my 
eyes with what will be no good out there. Then he said, as 
to giving up the army, I need not think that was necessary, 
because it was only that he did not want to have two sons in 
it, and now Johnny is otherwise disposed of; and, besides 
Mr. Faulkner had behaved in such a handsome way about 
Caioliue's fortune.' 
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"01" said Marian. 

" Yes, I don't like that at all," said Lionel, " Jolmny 
always was crazy to be a sailor, so he is all riglit, aad that 
is not what I care for ; but I don't want to be beholden to 
Mr. Paulkner. I had rather Caroline had her own money, 
and not that wo should all profit by her making this grand 
marriage." 

" I should quite feel with you." 

" Marian, we have never talked that oyer ; but I know 
you cannot bear the Faulkners." 

" What is the uso of asking me, Lionel ? " 

" 0, I know you can't, aa well as if you had said so ; and 
I want to know how you oould let Caroline go and do such a 
thing ? " 

" I ? How could I help it ? " said Marian smiling, at 
the boy's assuming that she had power of which she was far 
from being conscious. " Besides, I thought you liked Mr. 
Baulkner ; you, all of you, did nothing but praise him at 
Christmas." 

"I did at first, not at last," said Lionel "Besides, 
liking a man to go out shooting with is not the same aa liking 
him to marry one's sister." 

" By no means I " cried Marian, emphatically. " But 
what made you think ill of him ? " 

" Things I heard him say to Elliot when we were out 
together." 

" Did Gerald hear them ? " asked Marian, very anxiously, 
as she remembered what a hero Mr. Faulkner was in her 
brother's estimation. 

, " No, I don't think he did Ho certainly was not there 
the worst time of all, — the time that gave a meaning to all 
the rest. Don't you remember that day when Mr. Faulkner 
drove Elliot and me in his dog-cart to look at that horse at 
Salisbury ? I am sure I never praised him after that day. 
He" said what Elliot never would have said himself— never." 

" How 1 " Marian could not help asking, though she 
doubted the nest moment whether it was wise to have 

" Things about— about religion — the Bible," said Lionel, 
looking down and mumbling, as if it was with diificulty tliat 
ha er^ueezed out the answer. " Now, you know, I have 
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heard," ho added, speaking more freely, " I have heard 
people make fua with a text or a. name out of the Bible 
many a time; and though that is very had of tiicm, I think 
they don't mean much harm hy it. Indeed, I have now 
and then done it myself, and should oftener, if T had not 
known how you hated it." 

" It is a very wrong thing; but I see what you mean, — 
that some people do it from want of thought." 

"Yea, juet so; but that is a very different tiling from 
almost quizzing the whole Bihle, — at least talking as if it 
was an absurd thing to accept the whole of it. I da declare, 
Marian, Le was worse when he began to praise it than ho 
waa before ; for he talked of the Old Testament as if it was 
just like the Greek mythology, and then he compared it to 
Homer, and JEschylus, and the Koran. To be sure Le did 
say it was better poetry and morality; but the idea of com- 
paring it ! I don't mean comparing as if it must be better, 
but as if it stood on the same ground." 

" And did Elliot listen to all this? " said Marian, think- 
ing the poison must have been in rather too intellectual a 
form for Elliot. 

" He Ibtened," said Lionel. " I don't thick he would 
ever set up to say such things for himself; but I believe he 
rather liked hearing them said. I am quite sure this Faulk- 
ner will make him worse than he is already, for all this talk 
is a hundred times worse than going on in Elliot's way." 

" To be suro it is — a thousand times ! " 

" But what I want to know is this, Maiian ? Has Caro- 
line got any notion of what sort of a raaa she has got ? "" 
cause if she does it with her eyes open, it can't be he!_ 
but if not, I think she ought to be warned ; for I don't sup- 
pose the man is fool enough to talk in this way to her. 
Indeed, I tliink I heard him say that believing is alt very 
well for women." 

" Why don't you tell her, then ? " 

" That is the vei-y thing I had on my mind all these 
holidays; but I know uo one would ever listen to me. If 
Walter was here it would be a very different thing, for he is 
worth attending to, and Caroline knows that ; though she 
thinks I have no sense at all but for mischief." 
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" She could cot think so, if she heard you spcat as you 
do row." 

" Then there is another thing, Marian, and what makes 
it quite — at least very nearly out of the question ; I don't 
believe they iu the least reckoned on my hearing all this. 
Tou know the man is very good-natured ; well, he took me 
up to go instead of his servant, and I was sitting hack to 
baek witL them. I sometimes think my bad eyes have made 
my ears sharper, for I know I often hear when other people 
don't; and so I should not expect they supposed in the 
least that I was attending, though I did not miss a word, 
for I could not kelp hearing. Now, you see, I could not 
possibly go and betray him ; and if you were not. the safest 
person in the world, I would never have told you ; only, if 
somebody could just give Caroline a bint that she is going 
to marry an infidel, it would be a pleasant thing." 

" A pleasant thing I " repea,ted Marian. Then slio 
paused, considering, and Lionel waited patiently while she 
did so. " I see," she said at last, " that yon could hardly 
tell her of this conversation ; and after all, Lionel, I believe 
we knew what was quite as bad of him from the first : this 
only proves it a little more fully." 

"Did you?" 

" Yes, Lord Marchmont told mo something of it ; and I 
jnontioaed it to Caroline before be came here at all." 

" 0, that is right 1 " said Lionel, greatly relieved, " then 
it is no eoneern of mine ; though what can possess Caroline, 
I can't think. Is it love, I wonder ? " 

" I suppose so," said Marian, sighing. 

" Well, it is a queer thing," said the boy. " I should 
have thought Caroline was one to care about sueh matters 
more than I, but perhaps she means to convert him. So I I 
did think Caroline was good for something, but it is no 
affair of mine ; and I shall be all the more glad to get off to 
New Zealand to be out of the sight of it all." 

" It is very sad indeed ! " said Marian . " I am sure it 
will be nothing but wretchedness. Caroline can blind her- 
self now, but that will not go on." 

" And why can't you speak to her, and stop her ? She 
used to mind you. IJoes she come and talk about this man 
ns if he was perfection ? " 
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" No," was tlie sorrowful rop'y. " Slie knew from the 
first my opinion of Iiim, and we never have any talks now. 
We never have had one since she was first engaged." 

"Whewt" whistled Liiiiiel. "Then she does mean to 
go and do it, and no mistake ! Then I've done with her, 
and shan't think about her any more than I can help. If 
she won't be warned, she must have her own way, and may 
marry the Grand Turk, if she likes it better." He whistled 
again, proposed a ride, and wont to order the horses; while 
Marian, walking slowly to the house to prepare, did not so 
jnueh grieve for Caroline, for that was an old accustomed 
sorrow, as marvel at the manner in which Lionel had spoken, 
and wonder where he had learnt the right views and 
excellent seuse he had displayed. Tar was she from guess- 
ing the value of sneh a steady witness to the truth as she 
had been from the first hour when Lionel had perceivecl and 
maintained " that siie had no humbug in her ; " how her 
cares for her brother had borne fruit in him ; how he learnt 
from her to reverence goodness, and cleave to the right ; and 
how he looked up to her, because her words were few, and 
her deeds consistent. More right in theory, than steady in 
practice was Lionel; very unformed, left untrained by those 
whose duty it was to watch him ; but the seeds had been 
sown, and be his future life what it might, it could not but 
bear the impress of tlie years she had spent in the satire 
Jamily. 

She knew nothing of all this; she only thought, as slie 
watched his quick, bounding run, that he, the least regarded, 
was the flower of the flock, with principles as good as 
Walter's, and so much more manly and active. For Marian, 
with all ber respect for Walter, could not help wishing, like 
the boys, that he had more life and spirit, and less timidity. 
A little mental courage would, she thought, have brought 
him to expostulate with Caroline, instead of keeping out of 
the way, and leaving her to her fate. Edmund would not 
Lave done so. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



Edmund and Gerald had promised to spend a few days at 
Oakworthy, before the one returned to Portsmouth and the 
other to Eton ; but their plans were discOEcerted by an 
event which, as Clara said, placed Marian in mouraiug in 
good earnest, namely, the death of her great auot, old Mrs. 
Jessie Amndel, who had always lived at Torqnay. For the 
last four or five years she had been almost imbecile, and so 
likely to die at any time, that, as it seemed for that very 
1, every one took her death as a surprise when it really 



Edmund thought it right that both he aad Gerald should 
attend her funeral. Lord March mont, whose wife stood in the 
same relationship to her, met them in London, and they all 
went together to Torquay, instead of making the intended 
visit to Oakwortliy. Gerald was obliged to return to Eton 
on the following day, without coming to Oakworthy ; but, 
to make up for it, he wrote to his sister from Torquay, and 
his letter ended thus, — " Now I have a capital bit of news 
for you. Old aunt Jessie has done what I shall venerate 
her for ever after — left every scrap of her property to Ed- 
mund, except a legacy or two to her servants, a picture of 
my father to me, and Eorae queer old-fashioned jewels to 
you and Selina. The will was made just after I was born ; 
so it was to make up to Edmund for my cutting him out of 
Fern Torr. You may suppose how Lord Marobmont and I 
shook hands with him. It is somewhere about £20,000 ; 
there is good news for you I He is esecutor, and has got to 
be here a day or two longer; but Lord Marchmont and I 
set oif by the first train to-morrow. I shall look out for 
Lionel, tell him, in ease he is too blind to see me. Can't 
you come with him to the station, and have one moment's 
-.talk 1 " 

This proved to be possible ; and Marian, in the interval 
between the coming of the post and the setting off, bad time, 

all the liurry of Iicr dressing, to wonder if she ought to 
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be very mucli rejoiced. Slie did not lieUeve, that even wealth 
could spoil Edmund, but she did not think all this would be 
of much use to hint. It did not give him a Lome, and in 
fact she thoiight it rather a creditable thing to he as poor as 
iie had hitherto been. She had rather have heard of some- 
(Iiing to make him look less like Tressilian, than he had 
done the last time she had seen him. 

She had a pleasant drive with Lionel, who was very glad 
of any good Inck befalling Mr. Arundel, aad presently, after 
some meditation, broke out as follows: — "My eyes! what 
miles and miles it would buy in Australia ! " and then pro- 
ceeded to talk all the rest of Iho way about Australian 
bulls. 

The meeting at the station was a bright one, though so 
short, as aearcely to be worth the journey, if the value of 
such moments were to be reckoned by their number. There 
waa Lord Marchmont to be spoken to, as well as Gerald, 
whieh broke into tlie time. Gerald looked very happy and 
pljasant. He said Edmund was the best fellow in the world, 
dnd that he had been very happy — shot lots of things— he 
wished he could stop to tell about it. Then Marian hurried 
what she had to say, while Lionel was looking after hia lug- 
gage. "Gerald, would you just try if you can do anything 
to spare Lionel's eyes ? When you have the same things to 
do, could you not read to him, or something ? they seem so 
much woi-ee, and I am so afraid." 

" I'll try," said Geraid, " but I don't think I can do much, 
and he will never give in." 

The hell rang — Lionel ran up — she wished them good- 
bye, and drove home, happier than wiien last she parted there 
from Gerald, wondering what had happened in his journey 
with Edmund, and re-assurcd, by his free cordial tone. She 
took up a book and read all the way home. 

The next thing that was heard of Edmund was in a note 
to Mr. Lyddell, Baying that he should come and spend one 
night at Oakworthy, on his way to Portsmouth ; that ho hoped' 
to arrive about one o'clock, and that he should bring Marian 
her .aunt's legacy of the jewels. This was commanicated to 
her by Mrs. Lyddell, and she could not disoover from whence 
he wrote ; she supposed from London, unless he was still de- 
tained in Devonshire. Slie looked forward greatly to his 
10 
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coming, as thei'e was so much to hear about Gerald ; and 
she felt as if she wanted something pleasant, very much in- 
deed; for, now that Lionel was goiie, she foiind what a com- 
panion, interest, and oeoupation he had been, and missed him 
very much. The constraint with all the others, except Glara, 
was wearisome : and Clara, though never ceasing to talk, 
and very affectionately, was anything hut a companion, while 
poor Caroline tept more than ever aloof, and had a Mighti- 
ness of spirits — a sort of gaiety of manner — which, to 
Marian, seemed to l>e assumed. This was more especially 
the case, after there was an idea of fixing the marriage for 
some time in the autumn, and arrangements were talked over. 
Marian began to have little donbt that she was secretly un- 
happy, and grew more and more tender in feeling towards 
her; while, by an effect of contraries, her manner became 
more frigid and severe, in proportion to the warmth within. 

Clara wondered a little what Mr. Arundel was coming 
for, and laughed and looked significant when Marian said she 
knew perfectly well ; but Marian tliought she knew so thor- 
oughly as not to bo in the least disconcerted, though Clara's 
glances were fuSl upon her when he was announced. In he 
came, just at luncheon time ; he shook hands with Marian 
with all his might, and one glance convinced her that he had 
not TressUiau'a face — nay, tiiat though the sun- of Africa 
had left its traces, he was more like the Edmund of the olden 
time, than she had ever seen him since her father's death. 
There were a good many people at luncheon that day. Mr. 
Faulkner was there, and there were some visitors staying in 
the house. Edmund was a good way from her, and she 
could only lioar his voice now and then in the buaa ; but it 
was a very pleasant sound to hear, and when he laughed, it 
was his own natural, free, gay laugh, such as it used to bo. 
She was sure he was very happy, and wondered if it was 
possible Aunt Jessie's fortune could have made him so, or 
^whether it could all be the satisfaotion of having set Gerald 
to rights. 

As they rose to leave the dining room, he came to her. 
Baying, " Marian, can you have a walk with me ? " 

"Oh, yes, I should like it of all things ; I will bo ready 
in one minute." And away she bounded, saying to Caroline, 
in the boldest and most innocent manner in the world, as if 
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on pui-poae to show tliat slie expected notHng, and wouM 
not be laughed at, that Edmund had asked her to wailt 
with him. He waited for her in the liall, and they went 
out, she scarcely pausing till they were on the steps, to say, 
" Well, how did you get on with Gerald? I am sure you 
made him very happy." 

" We got on famously. He is a very nice fellow; he 
only wanted a little stimulus the right way. He is thorough- 
ly open and candid, and I have no fear but that he will do 
very well." 

Marian could not speak for joy, and for gratitude to her 
cousin; and her heart throbbing with delight, she walked on, 
waiting for him to say something more on this most precioug 
of all tidings. But when he spoke again, it was if he had 
done with the subject of Gerald. " Marian, I have some- 
thing to tell you." He paused — she stood in suspense — he 
began again, " Marian, I am going to be man-ied ! " 

" ! " and the inquiring, joyful, wondering, confident tone 
of that 0, is what nothing can ever convey. Her eyes were 
turned full on him with the same eager curiosity, the same 
certainty, that he could not do other than the best. Ho did 
not spe^ ; but the half smile on his lip was a full though 
mute reply to ber confidence, that she had only to hear, m 
order to rejoice with all her heart: and he held out a note 
directed to her, in Agnes' writing 1 

Marian took it, but she was too wild, too delighted, too 
eager to look at him, and hear him, to be able to open it. 
" O Edmnnd I " was what she said now, and slie caught hold 
of his hand for an ecstatic shake. 

" Yes, thank you, yes. I said I mnst tell you myself, 
Marian — my sister," 

" 0, 1 never heard anything more delightful in my life," 
said Marian, with a sort of gasp, as soon as the overwhelm- 
ing delight gave her breath, " 0, Edmund, Edm«cd ! " 

" Tou have not read her note yet," 

Marian tore it open, but there was scarcely any thing to 
read ; it was only — 

" Dearest Marian, — He will have a note to cany you, 
but I can't say anything for bewilderment. I know ho will 
tell you all about it, so it is of no use my iTriting. Arc 
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y he sliould have a wife so far from good enough 
Your affectionate and moat amaaed 



Marian teld it wp to hiin, smiling. " But of course jou 
Lave seen it?" 

" No, I liave not ; I suppose slio thouglit I sliould not 
carry such nonsense." 

" Well, I am sure there is no other j a II th wide 
world that I could have thought go i h f yon. 

Agnes ! Agnes 1 0, Edmund, I wish th wa y way of 
not being quite choked with gladness ! ' 

Edmund smiled, and perhaps he wa h k 1 w th glad- 
ness " beyond tho power of speech ; for th tw u na only 
proceeded to shake hands again. The next thing that was 
said was after an interval. '■ Marian, you remember our 
bargain sis years ago ? Have you grown so very fond of 
the Lyddells as to repent of it 1 " 

" 0, Edmund, you have not thought of that 1 " 

"Have not we? It was one of the first things we did 
think of." 

" I don't think I can bear to hear of much more happi- 
ness," said Marian, in almost a crying voice. " I am so 
glad for you that I can't be glad for myself yet. I can't 
take it all in ; it is too good to be true I " 

" Indeed it does seem so. . But you agree ? Agnes said 
I must make you agree first of all. " 

'' Don't I ? Only I want to enjoy it for you, — it is so 
beyond everything ! " 

" Well, wasn't I a wise man to say I would not miss the 
pleasure of telling you myself? " 

'- Then do tell me ; do let us be rational, if we can. Tlien 
yon came here from Fern Toit ? " 

" Yes. Did you not know that ? " 

" No, I did not hear where you wrote from. How long 
were you there f " 

" I only went oa Wednesday." ■ — — 

" Then it was only one whole day ! How much you must 
have nad to settle I " 

" So much, that we settled scarcely anything," 

■' Then you don't know when it i.^ to bo ? " 
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" No, aud Mr.s. Wortley talks of having time, — ^poor BIrs. 
Wortley, but I don't tliinlt I shall take her away far; I 
have some notion of looking out for some place close at 

" Just .jrhat we settled long ago. But 1 begin and tell 
me all, Edmund, — as much as you like to tell me, at least. 
I want to know how you first came to think of it," Then, as 
he smiled, she added, " I mean, how long you have heen 
thinking of it." 

" Ifyou mean how long with any hope, only since I knew 
of good aunt Jessie's consideration for me. How long it has 
been in my mind I cannot tell; certainly before I went to 
Africa. You see, Marian," he continued, as if he was apol- 
ogising, "it was this which made me think it advisable for 
me to go, though, as I see now, it was not at all good for 
Gei-ald.'^ 

" What, — ^you mean — ^I am not sure that I understand — " 

" Don't you see, Marian, feeling as I did, and knowing 
how out of the question it was for a penniless man like me, 
to think of marrying, — Agnea so young too, and I with every- 
thing to draw me to what had been my only home, — there 
was nothing to be done but to keep out of tho way, to goard 
me against myself; and that was easier with seas between. 
I don t know whether I did right or not, hut I hoped I did, 
because it cost me something ; yet it waa a forsaking of 
Gerald which might have done much harm, thougk I hope it 
has not, as it has turned out." 

" I see it all ! " said Marian, resting there, because she 
had not a word with which to express her honour of his Eohle 
conduct. 

" You will forgivo mo now," he added, with a smile, " for 
what you thought my neglect of home." 

" I am only afraid I must often havo given you a great 
deal of pain," she almost whispered. 

" Never, except when I thought it right to alence you. 
It was only too delightful to hear their very names. You 
might well tell me that sho had grown prettier than ever." 

On talked and walked the cousins, over the downs, which 
had certainly never been trodden by happier people. At last 
ihey recollected that they must return, if they wished to be 
itt time for tho post, and retraced their stops, talkmg as 
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eagerly aa ever. As tlicj were coming jieai- tlio lioiise, Mu. 
rian 8ai<i, " Does Gerald know ? " 

" Not yet; I sLaU write to him to-morrow." 

" Is it to be a secret ? Of course I sliould eay uotliing 
about it while you are here, hut may I mention it after- 
wards ? " 

" Tliey said nothing about secrecy," said Edmund; "in 
fact I think attempting it, only results in making one look 
foolish. Yes, you are welcome to tell whom you please 
as soon as I am out of tlie way. I had rather the Lyddells 
knew." 

" Very well ; indeed, I don't think I can keep it to myself, 
it is too much joy." 

" Do you expect them to participate in your pleasure at 
making your escape from them ? " 

" There is no one to miss me, except, perhaps, Lionel, n 
little, when his eyes are bad. Caroline would once have 
cared, but that is over now, poor thing ! There never was a 
time when I should have been more glad to get away, 0, 
Edmnud, if you would do one thing to oblige me, it would 
be, to have your wedding the same day as Caroluie's, that I 
might not be obliged to be at it." 

" At whioii ? " 

" 0, you know I " 

" Is it such a very bad affair ? " 

" 0, I am veiy much gricYcd about it. The man has no 
religion at all, you know; at least, if he has any, it is all 
natural religion, — anything but the truth." 

" Do you really mean that the family have accepted him, 
allowed this to go on, knowing such things of him? " 

" I don't know how far they see it. I don't think they 
allow it to themselves, and I don't think they would under- 
stand some of it ; as, for instance, when I heard him talking 
the other day as if he assumed that Christianity was only a 
development of people's tendency to believe, — as fleeting as 
other forms of faith. It was not very broadly stated, and I 
don't think I should have seen it, if it had not chimed in 
with Boraethmg I had i-ead ; and, besides, I knew what was in 
the man," 

"How do you know? Not from your own observation?" 

" 0, no, no ; I liked him at first I could have liked him 
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very much, if Lord Marchmont tad not told me alwut him , 
and then I had tie key to him," 

" And this poor Miss Lyddell ? " 

" S!ie inew irliat I did," said Marlaa, sadly, " But he 
is very agreeable, — at least he is thought so, — and they all 
admired him so much, and paid sueh court to him, that— Yet 
I did thint better things of Caroline. Lionel is the only 
one who has found him out, and he thinks of it just as I do. 
0, Kdmund, I am sure yoa would like Lionel," 

" How are his eyes ? " asked Edmund, aa they were com- 
ing under the portico, and could not talk of any of tlie more 
delicate subjects. " I thought Gerald gave a very bad ac- 
oovmt of them; indeed, I scarcely expected that he could 
have gone back to Eton." 

"I sometimes think," almost whispered Marian, " that it 
is not he, poor boy, whose eyes are the worst in the house ; , 
but Mrs. Lyddell's head has been so full of Johnny, and 
Caroline, and all she has to do, that she will not see anything 
amiss with Lionel." 

" He must be a boy of a great deal of resolution and 
principle, to have struggled on as he has done, by Gerald's 
accoant. Ah ! I meant to have told you about Gerald, but 
all onr time is gone." 

" Never mind, we can talk of him in tho evening. There 
is a corner of mine where I always get out of the way of the 
people, and where I have had many a nice talk with Walter, 
or Lionel, under cover of Miss Grimley's music. Now 
where do you like to write ybur letter ? If you had not 
rather do it in your own room, there is a nice quiet place in 
the old school-room, where I write mine, when the drawing- 
room is uninhabitable, 

Edmund accepted the invitation, partly because ho was 
just so shy of letting his own handwriting be seen in the 
address, that he meant to avail himself of Marian's cover. 
Just' as Mai-ian had finished a note, too joyous to have any 
sense in it, and containing a promise to write more sensibly 
to-morrow, had directed the cover, and told her cousin that 
he must wind up if he meant to catch the post, Clara opened the 
door, gazed, laughed, and was retiring in haste, when Marian, 
without a shade of the confusion Clara had hoped for, called 
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her baci. " Edmund camo liere to wrifiO a note," slio Bai(i 
" don't go away." 

Edmund made some demonstration about intruding, and 
wrote tlie eonolmion, at which nothing but some interruption 
would Lave made him arrive, put it into the envelope, gave 
it face downwards to Mariau, and departed. Now Mrs- 
Ljddell and Clara were both persuaded that Mr. Arundel 
had come for no other purpose than to propose to Marian ; 
and they had been entertaining themselves during their drive 
with conversing on the subject ; BO that Clara was never more 
surprised and puzzled in her life than by seeing Marian stand 
there, smiling, and with beaming eyes, brighter than ever 
she had looked before, but without one particle of a blnsh, 
— white-faced as ever, only dancing first on one foot, then on 
the other, balancing her bonnet on one hand, and with the 
ether holding the precious letter. , 

« Weil, Marian ! " 

" Well I " Marian made a pironette. " I must run and 
put this letter in the box." And so saying, away she ran 
down staira, up again in a second ; then meeting the astonished 
Clara at the head of the stairs, she took her round the waiat, 
and .fairly waltzed her to her own door, opened it, threw her- 
self int-o a chair, exclaimed, "I beg your pardon, Clara; 
you'll think me mad, but I'll tell yon all about it to- 

Fanny was present, so Clara could do nothing but stare ; 
and lateness, and a dinner-party necessitating a hasty toilette, 
she retreated, while Marian contained her raptures as beet 
she could, and meditated on the delightful life she was to 
lead with Agnes and Edmund, in some cottage on the bor- 
ders of Eern Torr. happiness, such as she had never known, 
which seemed to bring back as much of her Lome as could 
ever return, — ^which would be everything for Gerald 1 Every 
care gone, Edmund happy, Gerald satisfactory, her own 
exile at an end. Her head almost swam round with happi 
nesa, and she. wanted to turn to the glass, to persuade her- 
self that she could be the same Marian Arundel, wide awake, 
and yet so very, very happy. 

However, it was ail future, as fai- as concerned herself; 
and that eares were in the world she was convinced, by her 
own pang at seeing Caroline, whom she overtook on her way 
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down stairs. She tad no diapoaition to whirl her round ; 
but there was a softened feeliag, belonging perhaps to the 
fulness of her own joy, that made her, as slie came up with 
her, put her arm round her, aa she had now and then walked 
with her in former days. Caroline looted in her face, and 
drew the arm closer without speaking. Their faces had 
always beea unlike, but the contrast was stronger than ever. 
Marian, with ttosa paie, regular features, plain dark hair, 
black eyes and eyebrows, with her mourning dress, and yet 
with a radiant, irrepressible joy and buoyancy all round 
and about her ; while Caroline, with her small pretty fea- 
tures, rosy colour, blue eyes, glossy curls, her pink dress 
aad gold bracelets, was in general air very different, and in 
countenance how much more ; for the eyes were restless, the 
smile came rather as if it was called, than as if it resided 
naturally on her lip, — the colour of her cheeks, though 
bright, looked fiscd and feverish ; and now and then, there 
was a quiver about the whole face. How different from the 
secure expression of happiness, now and then, illuminated, 
aa it were, with some sudden flash of secret joy, which sat 
on Marian's broad, serene brow. 

They entered the drawing'roora together, and from that 
time M'arian was outwardly her own stiff, distant self, till 
the promised time ia the evening, when Edmund made his 
way to her in her corner, where he was greeted by a most 
sunny look, "Now for Gerald," said she. 

Edmund had a great deal to tell about Gerald. He 
thought him, on the whole, a very nice,, amiable, right- 
minded boy, who only wanted more training and watching 
than Mr. Lyddell would or could give. He had, after a time, 
been brought to be entirely open and confiding ; and this, for 
which Edmund seemed to be really grateful to him, and to 
admire him, was the great point. He had made Edmund a 
friend, instead of looking at him as a guardian, — found that 
he could sympathize, and had ended by trusting and. con- 
sulting him. Marian, though wondering how the reserve had 
ever been conquered, felt the relief of knowing that al! was 
safe now, and waa not hurt by his confiding in any one but 
herself. Edmund really thought it was safe. " I believe I 
know the worst of him now, poor fellow," he said, smiling, 
" and the worst is not much. He has been going on in a 
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careless, thoughtless way, out of high spirits and imitatioa 
a good deal, and the consciousoess made him keep back from 
you ; lie owns that, and is very sorry." 

" Does he ? dear Gerald ! " 

" He seemed to feel deeply that he had neglected you; 
but he said, and very truly, how much there had been 
against him, — no one, as he said, to make him mind ; and 
the fellows would have laughed at him, if they had found 
out that he attended to his sister." 

" Ah ! Johnny sowed that mischief long ago I " 

" I hope it is not weakness. I do not think it is ; for 
there was manliness in confessing all, and ho seemed to feel 
the folly strongly." 

" Did he tell you about the debts ? " 

" Yes, and of his own accord. They a^e nothing in 
'ihemselves ; but he has been allowed too much money, has 
had little warning, and his title was against him too. So if 
we can break off tbe habit of extravagance, there is no great 
harm done. After all, you know, he is very young, and 
there is plenty of time to form his character. I am sure he 
has good dispositions of every kind, and if he has but reso- 
lution, ho will be sure to do well." 

" I think there is resolution in his temper. Nothing 
shakes him when bis mind is once made up." 

So Marian was very well satisfied on the whole about her 
brother, and she might justly be so by Edmund's account 
There was nothing to disturb lier happiness, and she only 
doubted whether she should be able to sleep for it. Her 
brother restored, as well as everything else ! 

"Wheii bed-time came, Mrs. Lyddell looked at her, as if 
expecting something more to be said than " good night," but 
nothing came, — nothing but the dancing light in the eyes. 
Clara followed her to the room, and stood gazing at her, 
" Why, Marian," at last she said, " can't you toil me any- 
thing about it ? " 

" Ko, not till to-morrow." 

" 0, that is too bad, Marian, when you beard all I liad 



to tell directly." 

" I can't hel 

people's affairs." 



it ; I am not at liberty to tell other 
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" Don't look BO graniJ, Marian, pray. I am sure I 
thought this was your own." 
" So it is in a way." 
" In a way? Why, Marian, what an extraordinary girl 

?ou are ! not your own affair 1 Well, if you are impenetrable, 
can't help it; but it is not kind, when wo all want to con- 
gratulate you." 

" Stop, atop, Ckra 1 " esclaimed Marian, and now she 
did blush, " will you be satisfied if I tell you that it is not 
what you suppose ? Tou shall hear what it is to-morrow, and 
then you will see what nonsense you have been talking." 

" What ? " cried Clara, " you are not — " 

" Don't say it, pray don't I Never was any one further 
from it. Now do go to bed, Clara, for 1 oannot teil you a 
word more, and keep your curiosity at rest for to-night," 

Marian took care not to be caught alone by Olava before 
breakfast the next morning, and almost immediately after 
breakfast, Edmund departed. Marian had been out into 
the hall with him to exchange some last words, and Mrs. 
Lydde!!, meantime, was observing to Caroline that she never 
knew anything so strange ; she thought it was due to her- 
self, however unpleasant it might be, to claim some confi- 
dence from Miss Arundel, on such matters, while living 
under her care, Marian came back, however, with hec inno- 
cent look of delight, — a look so unlike the bashfulness of a 
damsel in love, that Mrs. Lyddell felt again doubtful ; and 
before she could speak, Marian had turned to Clara and said, 
" Now I will tell you what makes me so happy. Edmund 
and Agnes Wortley are engaged, and I am to go and live 
with them." 

" Miss Wortley ! " at onee exclaimed Mrs. Lyddell and 
her daughters, in the extremity of surprise ; and then Mrs. 
Lyddell and Clara asked all tho usual questions in haste and 
eagerness, wondering within themselves most of all at 
Marian's full rejoicing, for till now they had never been 
able to see that Edmund was really to her only like an elder 
brother. Caroline scarcely spoke, only wont on nervously 
with her work. At last, when some interruption had caused 
her mother and Clara to leave the room, she laid it down, 
looked at Marian for a moment or two, then said, in a 
trembling voice, " Dear Marian, I am glad you are so hap- 
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py ! I am glad yon are to live witU them I " then kissed 
hor, and hastened away before she could answer or returii 
the caress. Her handkerchief was raised as she closed the 
door. Marian sat and grieved, for well did she know all 
poor Caroline conveyed by that " I am glad you are to live 
with them." It meant that Caroline felt that she had given 
up the esteem and friendship in which they had lived, — that 
she thought hei own home unfit for one brought from such a 
sphere as Fern Torr,T— that she resigned all those plans for 
Clara's good, everything that had been valued between them, 
— that she looked not for happiness for herself, and though 
she had forfeited such affection as once had been hers, yet 
she still loved Marian. How could Marian rejoice so much, 
when such a fate was waiting for Caroline ? Poor Caroline ! 
she contrasted her feelings with those of Agnea, grieved 
again over her, and ended by blaming herself for all the 
coldness and severity of the last six weeks, recruited aa it 
was by so much kind, fond affection. 

Yet Caroline was weakly, wilfully doing wrong. How 
should she behave rightly towards her 1 0, why would nothing 
happen, to save her, and break off this mockery of a mar- 
riage ? But as of this there seemed little hope, — as the 
Faulkners were at Oakworthy more than ever, and Mrs. 
Lyddell was talking in good earnest of wedding clothes, and 
bridesmaids., it was a comfort to have these better hopes to 
occupy herself with. . 

Especially did she enjoy the idea of .Gerald's rejoicing, 
and it was very eagerly that she watched for his first letter 
of delight. It came as soon as heart could wish ; but so 
mixed are joy and grief in this world, that even Gerald's 
letter could not convey unalloyed pleasure, but filled her 
with a fresh anxiety,— or more properly, strengthened and 
realized what had hitherto been but a vague terror. 

"Eton, Sept. Uth. 
'■ My dear Marian,— Never was anything better in this 
world than Edmund's plans. I give him infinite credit for 
tliem; and, as head of the family, he has my full con- 
sent. I wish they would go and live at the Manor House 
till I am of age, — that would be jolly ! Lionel desires mo 
to tell you that it is all very well, except your going from 
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Oakwortliy, and lie stall go about tie liouae like a mad 
fury," (here followed his portrait in the character,) " if you 
go before hu is off after the blue wild beestea at the Cape. 
His eyes are very bad, and I wish yon would tell Mrs. 
Lyddell about them ; for I don't believe it is a bit of use 
hia staying here, and thougli I am very glad to help him, 
doing all his work and my own too is more than I can stand. 
It is much worse than last half; then he could see to read, 
though it hurt him ; now Greek or small print beats him en- 
tirely, and he cannot look out a word in the Lexicon. He 
does just manage to write, and he never forgets anything ; 
BO aiiothfir fellow and I have dragged him through, this 
week. Bnt it cannot go on so ; and as he won't give np or 
complain, I will have something done about it, or he will 
blind himself. outright before he has done. I cannot think 
how it is my tutor has not found it out, but I su])po3o it is 
that Lionel is so sharp, and has such a memory. Do speak 
to Mrs. Lyddell. " Your affectionate brother, 

"E. 6-EnALD AnUKDEL." 

Maiian carried the letter at once to Mrs. Lyddell'g dress- 
ing-TOom, but she found that Gerald had been mistaken in 
supposing the tutor had not observed Lionel's failing sight ; 
for the same post had brought a letter from him, which had 
at length completely alarmed Mr, and Mrs. Lyddell, and the 
former was going at once to write to his eon to nieet 
him in London, where he intended to consult one of the first 
oculists. 

Thiswasa great relief. Mr. Lyddell setoff, and the party 
at home oorafol-ted themselves with predictions that all would 
soon be remedied ; Marian and Clara agreeing that it would 
be very pleasant to have Lionel at home to walk with them, 
and to be nnrsed. 

Mr. Lyddell had been gone about two days; Caroline 
and Clara were at High Down, and Marian was returning 
from a solitary ramble in the park, enjoying her last letter 
from Agnes, when, m she crossed the lawn, she was startled 
by finding Lionel stretched on his face on the grass, just at 
the turn where some bushes concealed him from the windows. 
He lay flat, without' his hat, his forehead resting on One arm ; 
while with his hand he tore up daisies and grass, and threw 
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them liasljly over Lis shoulder, while his whole frame 
quivered in a convalsive agony of distress. 

" Lionel ! Lionel ! you, come home ? What is the matter ? " 



" Matter I matter enough, I think," said, or rather mut- 
tered Lionel; "There is au end of tho Cape, or anything 

" How are your eyes ? " asked Marian, in consternation. 
" Only I am hlind for life I " answered Lionel, still hiding 
' his face, and speaking in a sullen, defiant tono. 

Marian, dreadfully shocked, almost beyond all power of 
speaking or moving, could only drop down sitting on tho 
grass beside him, and tako his hand. 

" All neglect, too," he added ■ then vehemently, " I don't 
believe, no I don't, there is any pauper's son in the parish 
that would have been so used I " 

I was low with fright : " But, Lionel, what has 
jet me see you. Is it worse ? can't you see ?" 
" yes, I can sec now, affor a fashion, at least, but that 
IS soon to go, they say, and then — They have done it them- 
selves, and they may have that satisfaction 1 " added he, with 
a feai-ful bitterness in his tone. " Elections, and parliament, 
and dinners, and that Eaulkncr, — that is what they have 
given my sight for." He withdrew his hand, and tamed his 
shoulder from Marian, as if resolute not to be comforted; 
and again he shook wili agony. 

" 0, don't say such dreadful things, dear Lionel 1 0, if 
I eould but do anything for you ! " she cried, in a tone of 
heartfelt grief, which seemed to soften the poor boy a little ; 
for he twisted round, so that his face, still pUIowed on one 
arm, was half raised to her, and she could see how flushed it 
was, and that the eyelids were inflamed, though not with 
tears, and the eyes themselves had not altered from their 
former appearance, 

" 'Tis not your fault," he said. " If my mother had 
cared for me one quarter — " 

" Don't blamo anybody, pray ! " 
" itonly makes it worse. Only tell i 
the occulist say — " 

" Not to me," answered Lionel ; " not the worst, at least. 
He csamined my eyes very closely, and asked me all nian- 
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Titn- of questions about what I could see, and wliat I oouM 
uot, and what thinea hurt ttem, and how long it had been 
going on, and howl had been using them. Then he told 
me that it was impossible for him to do anything for them 
as yet, till the disease had made more progress ; that most 
likely I should quite lose my sight this winter, and then I 
must come to him again. So that was bad enough, but I 
could have made up my mind to that, and they sent me 
away. Then it seems that, after I was gone, he went on 
about it to papa, and told him that the mischief had been 
brewing time out of mind, and some time ago it might have 
been stopped ; but all that straining of my eyes at Eton, 
last half, had done immense harm, and confirmed the dis- 
ease ; and it is of a kind that — that — there is no euro fur ! " 
He buried his face again. 

" Did Mr. Lyddetl tell you this ? " 

" No, he only told mo we were to go home directly, and 
wrote to (Jerald to send my things from Eton. He hardly 
spoke a word all the way, — only led me about, and poked 
me in and out of the carriage, as if I was blind already ; it 
put me almost in a rage. Then as soon as we came home, — 
about half an hour ago, I should think, — he told it all 
straight out to my mother, did not mince matters, I assure 
you : indeed, I believe they both forgot I was there. They 
are apt to forget me, you know. He regularly stormed 
;ibout the neglect, and told her it was all her fault; and 
wliilo this was going on, J found I had heard the worst, and 
I did not want to be pitied, so 1 came out hero. And so 
there is the whole story for you, Marian, and a pretty one it 
is I A fine sort of life I shall have instead — " 

" Well but, Lionel," cried Marian, eagerly, " are you 
sure that he said for certain that it was hopeless ? for it 
seems so odd that he should have told you one thing, and 
Mr. Lyddcll another." 

" Pshaw ! I suppose he bad got some consideration, and 
did not want to knock me down with the worst at once." 

" I should think it was mere comfortable to know the 
worst at once ! " said Marian, meditatively, " so as to he 
able to settle one's mind to it." 

'A pretty thing to settle one's mind to," said Lio- 
nel, " to know I must be a good-for-nothing, dependent 
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wretch alE my days I As well be a woman, or an idiot at 
once I There, I shall never see that treo green again ; no, 
ancl spring — I have seen my last of that I and I may look 
my last at all your faces. Johnny I shall never see again." 

He was crying bitterly now, — almost choking with tears ; 
and Marian's were flowing too. She was inuoh distressed at 
the present moment ; for though the weeping was likely to 
relieve him, she feared it migKt bo doing harm to hia eyes, 
and she did not know in the least whether it ought to be 
checked, or, indeed, how to check it. Grieved and in great 
consternation she was, in truth, for she was very fond of 
Lionel, and full of such strong sympathy and compassion, as 
to be perfectly incapable of expressing it, in the slightest 
degree. But he knew her ; she had been the only person 
who had ever been uneasy about his sight, and this went for 
ft great deal with him : so that, with all her wndemonstra^ 
tiveness, there was no ono whom he could have liked so well 
to have near him in that moment of dire despair. " 0, I 
am so sorry ! " espreased infinitely more than the simple 
words. 

" You gee, Marian," said he, raising himself, and strug- 
gling with the sobs of which he was ashamed, " I could 
bear it better if I had not had such a scheme for my life, 
and my father consenting too. Australia, and those wild 
cattle, and that glorious Bush life, always galloping in the 
plains ; and now to be condemned to be moping about here, 
for ever, in darkness and helplessness. 0, to think of. the 
plans we have made, all come to an ead for ever ! " and 
again he was weeping violently. 

" They might have been stopped otherwise," said Marian, 
catching .at any possible idea that might answer, or seem to 
console him; "you know you might have been ill, or met 
with aa accident, and had a great deal to suffer." 

" I would suffer anything rather than lose my eyesight ! 
You don't know what yon are talking of." 

" Then just suppose this complaint had como on, in some 
lonely place out in -the wilds, with no ono to take care of 
you." 

" It would not, I should have had no Greek to put my 
syes out," 

" And aftor all, dear Lionel, yoii know ;" there she 
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was clioked — "you. know that- — — " aiid sLc was clioked 
again — " jou know wLcre it eomea from." 

" I know what you mean," he said ; " and if it did 

But it is my mother's neglect ; there is the bitterness of it. 
Why, jou and my father tried to stir her up to it in the 
spring, and she would not ; and then, when for very shame 
she must attend, what does she do but let me go muddling 
on with that old woman "WeJIs ! She has regularly thrown 
my sight away, as much as if she had pulled my eyes out 
and thrown them 0¥er the hedge." 

" No one oould ever have gnessed " 

" I tell you she might have guessed. Any other mother 
in the world would have been frightened years ago, long 
before I went to school. If it had been Elliot or Johnny, 
wouldn't she have had half the doctors in London ? but 
what did she ever trouble her head about m,a ? " 

" Now, Lionel, that must not be said. You know it is 
wrong, and I am sure you will see how sorry she is, and 
bow it was really not having time." 

" I dare say she is sorry — I should hope ao — now it is 
too late, and she has done it." 

" Biit why will you accuse any one ? " said Marian, sorely 
perplexed, and secretly sharing all his indignation against 
Mrs. Lyddell. " You know it only embitters you and 
makes it all worse ; and after all, even if man had actually 
done the mischief, it still would ultimately be sent from 
Heaven." 

" I don't see that that makes it any bettor," murmured 
Lionel. ' 

" don't you, Lionel?" said she earnestly; "doesn't 
it mako you sure it is for the best?" 

"I don't know what I have done to be so punished," 
went on Lionel to himself; " I have not always been good, 
but I have tried, and more lately, to do right j there are 
many much less steady than 1, who " 

" Y^, yes, Lionel, but perhaps it is aot as good for 
them to be prosperous. Indeed, indeed I am quite sure, 
though I don't understand it all, or see the way, that if you 
will but bear it rightly, you will be glad, if not before, yet 
at least when yon die, even of this terrible affliction." 

" I almost wish I was dying now 1 " said Lionel gloomily, 
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" if I coiild but die the last day that I am to see tte sky and 
everything, instead of droning on in the dark, a burthen to 
myself and every one else, for I don't tnow how long, forty, 
fifty, eisty years perhaps. Yon know, Marian, I am only 
sixteen " 

There was a hurst of tears. again, andMai-ian felt herself 
an uaauoeessful comforter, nor did she wonder at it, for she 
could not fancy that anything could relieve the sense of such 
a misfortune as poor Lionel's, ex pt tl lly 1 j,h co 

of consolation, and that as yet o ly by f th wh h m ht 
make him take it on trust as the b t n th n 1 th n 1 for 
the present he must feel all the m y Sh 1 d t me 
to answer him again, for the gard d j d d t the 

sound he dashed away his tears p g t h f d as- 

sumed a firm, cold, would-be indifferent look, as Mia, Lyddell 
came oiit and advanced towards them. Marian thought her 
looking flushed and agitated, and her voice certainly betrayed 
more emotion than had ever been shown in it, except when 
bidding Johnny farewell, 

" Lionel, my dear, sitting on the damp grass ? You will 
certainly catch cold! I have been searcUng for jou every- 
where, but I am glad you were with Marian. I wanted to 
ask you, my dear, whether you would like to have your own 
room or Walter's," added sne, wandering on as if anxious to 
say what was kindest, yet dreading to come to the subject 
nearest their hearts. 

" My own, thank you," bluntly answered Lionel, " I'll 
go and unpack." He brushed hastily by her, and ran into 
the house up stairs, his roughness contrasting with her affec- 
tionate tone. She looked at Marian, and saw the trace of 
tears on her eyelids, and her own lip quivered while her eyes 
filled, and she said in a trembling voice, "Poor dear boy! 
has he been telling you ? Docs he know it all ? " 

" Yes," said Marian, anxiously, " but is it really so very 
bad ? Is there no hope ? " 

" M^o hope ? Who said so ? " exclaimed Mrs. Lyddoll 
ijuickly. 

" He did," said Marian ; " lie said Mr. Lyddell told yon 
so," 

" Was he there ? " exclaimed she : " Ah ! tliat was Mr. 
Lyddcll's strong way of putting things I So unfortunate — 
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forgetting all aboat him. Poor fellow I I must go to him 
directly, and tell him it was no siieh thing," 

" "What ? how ? do tell me ! " cried Marian, turning 
and hurrying with her, and speaking with such earnestness 
that Mrs. Ljddell coiJd not douht of her sympathy now. 
She slaotened her pace, and explained that what tie surgeon 
had said was, that there was confirmed disease, and of a very 
serious character, but tho precise nature could not be ascer- 
tained till it had made gi-eater progress, and it was then pos- 
sible that it might prove capable of remoTal. 

Mrs. Lydddl was i-esolved that neither herself nor any 
one else should believe anything but what was most hopeful. 
She could not have borne it otherwise. She really was far 
from being indifferent to any of her children, though multi- 
plicity of occupation, and thoughts, engaged on what she 
considered the welfare of the family, had prevented her from 
being properly attentive to all, and she was so accustomed 
to uninterrupted prosperity, as to have almost forgotten that 
there was such a thing as anxiety or misfortune. Lionel, 
neither tie eldest nor the youngest, healthjr, and independent, 
neither remarkable for beauty nor gi-aoe, just unruly enough 
to be provoking, and just steady enough to be no cause of 
anxiety, had been as much a cipher in the family as a fiue 
lively boy could be ; but though slow to be roused into 
anxiety, she felt it with fall force when it came, all the mo- 
therly affection, which while secure had appeared dormant, 
revived, she was dreadfully shocked, and would have been 
utterly overwhelmed by the accusation of neglect, had it not 
been tor her sanguine spirit. In this temper she represented 
all to Marian in. the most cheering light, and hastened up 
stairs to do the same to Lionel. Marian, relieved and hope- 
ful, was waiting to collect some properties of hers, to carry 
to her room, when she met Mr. LyddeU. She went up to 
greet him, and thinking that he looked very mournful, there 
was more cordiality and fellow-feeling in her way of address- 
ing him. than ever there had been before, though she simply 
said " Good morning" and shook hands. 

" You have heard about it, Marian ? " said he. " Has 
ho been with you, poor fellow f " 

" Yes," said Marian, " he is in his own room now." 
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" All 1 you spote loug ago," said Mr, Lj-ddoll ; " I wiali 
Tve had attended to jou." 

" It was Edmtmd who remarked it," said she. 

" Ay, ay, and senseless it was not to attend. Then il 
seems tiat something might have heen done, at any rate ha 
would not have gone on injuring them with hia work at Eton, 
hut now it is as good as a lost case. Poor fellow I " 

"01" esclainied Marian, thrown back again, " I thought 
there was a hope that it might not prove to be the woi-st,'' 

" There is just a shade of chance that it may turn out 
othei-wise, and that, your mother — Mrs. Lyddell I mean — 
takes hold of, tut I have not the slightest hope. The sur- 
geon said, it Lad all the appearance of a confirmed ease, such 
as cannot be removed." 

Marian stood aghast, and Mr. Lyddell, with a sort of 
groan, most painful to hear, passed her, and shut himself 
into his study. The only thing she could think of doing, 
was to pour out her dismay and compassion in a letter to 
Gerald, and she repaired to the schoolroom for the purpose 
of writing, but she had not been there long, before Lionel 
came in, and sat down astj'ide on the music-stool, just na he 
used to do, but with a very different expression of counte- 
nance from the wild, reckless spirit of merriment which used 
to possess liim. He sat and meditated for a little while, 
then escl^med, " Marian, whom have you seen since I left 

" Nobody but Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell." 

" Did you hear papa say anything about it ? " 

" Tes, a little." 

" Did he say what the doctor thought of it ? " 

" Tes," 

" Tell me the very words," and ho leant his elbows on 
the table, looking at her fixedly. 

" Ah ! Lionel, can you bear it ? They are so very sad." 

" Tell me them, I say," 

Marian looked down, as if she could not bear to meet hia 
jountenauce, and faltered as she repeated them. 

" Ay 1 " said Lionel, springing up, and flinging himself 
round passionately, " I knew it was humbug all the time ! " 

"What? How? Lionel, what have I done?" 

" As if I was a fool or a baby, to he fud with false hopes,' 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



THE TWO GDABDIAKS. 237 

[ Lionel, sitting down, and hiding his face on his 

9ed arms on the table ; " she might have let thsit alone, 
she has done me mischief enough already." 

" Lionel," said Marian, firmly and gravely, for sIig was 
really shocked at his tone, " you must not come to me, if it 
ia to speak in such a manner of your mother." 

" Very well," said Lionel coldly, rising up to leave the 
room, then pausing just as his hand was on the door, " I 
thought you did feel for me, Marian." 

" Lionel, dear Lionel," and she sprang to him, to lead 
him back to hia seat, but he still retained hia hold of the 
lock and would not move ; " you know" — her tears were flow- 
ing — " you know how I grieve for you ; but if you are in 
trouble, that ought not to make you do wrong.'' He was 
turning the look, and hardened hia face, hut Marian went on, 
" Don't go, Lionel, only hear me. Mrs, Lyddell ia veryun- 
happy about you, and I am sure you must see yourself, that 
if she blames herself for any want of care, her only comfort 
must be in hoping for the heat, making the most of this lit- 

" Then you think there is & ray 1 " interrupted Lionel. 

" So far as that nothing ia certain, but I am afraid it is 
so slight, that yoii had-muoh better not trust to it, hut settle 
your mind to hear whatever may come." 

" Very easy talking 1 If you had but to do it ! " cried 
Lionel, impetuously wrenching the door open in spite of her 
gentle resistance, and running off de term inately, leaving her, 
poor girl, in great despair, at having so completely failed 
either in comforting, softening, or bringing him to any 
kind of resigned feeling, having besides vexed him, made 
him think her unkind ; and though this was unintentional, 
and might be better for him, just contradicted what his mo- 
ther wished him to believe. 

Her distress waa too great even for writing to Gerald, and 
she walked up and down, thinking what to do, longing to 
find him some better comforter, and offering up many a 
prayer for him, till at last she heard Caroline and Clara come 
home, and remembering that happen what might, she must 
dresa for dinner, up she went, heavily and sorrowfully. 

As soon as she was dressed, she went to Clara's room, 
feeling tbat this would be hut kind. Clara was not there, 
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and sIiG hesitated whether to go oa to Caroline's, once her 
frequent resort. At that instant, however, hoth Ejisters came 
up together, and hastened to her. " Marian Marian I " 
exolaimed Clara. 

" Yon know all ahout it, I suppose," said Caroline. 

"Yen, indeed I do." 

" Come in here," said Caroline opening her door ; " I 
want to know about tim, poor fellow, and how ho bears it. 
Have you seen anything of him ? " 

Marian told all she could, without betraying what was 
confidential, and did her best to soften Lionel's conduct, by 
which his sisters evidently had been disappointed, saying that 
he had scarcely chosen to speak to them. Marian explained 
what was on her mind, how she had, without intending it, 
flatly contradicted Mrs. Lyddell's cheering assurances, re- 
gretting it mueli, as injustice towards Mrs. Lyddell, but ot 
this, Caroline thought little. 

" Mamma is always sanguine," she said, " and it was 
only her colouring that made Lionel think her account hope- 
ful. It icnst be better for him, poor fellow, to know the 
truth, than to have his mind unsettled with vain hopes. 
dear! dear ! how sad it is, and at his age too ! It breaks 
one's heart to think of it." 

All coldness and distance had left Caroline's manner 
in speaking to Maiian, and this was a great comfort, in the 
midst of their troubles. 

A very uncomfortable time it was, which thus commenced, 
Lionel was a good boy on the whole, with right principles, 
and some seriousness of mind, but he was far too undisci- 
plined to meet patiently such a trial as this. He had pride, 
and a high spirit, and this made him assume a bearing, 
which was a good deal admired in the family, trying to car- 
ry it off with a high hand, never openly uttering a word of 
complaint, and seeming as if he would rather die than direct- 
ly express the miserable despairing feelings within, though, 
poor boy, he little knew how evidontiy they showed them- 
selves in his gloomy silence, his outbreaks of temper, and 
his almost desperate, defiant spirit of independence. 

His father and mother, not understanding him in the 
ieast, managed, in the revulsion of feeling which made him 
now fho first object in the family, to try h'la temper perpetu- 
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ally. Ho had in former times, misaed tlieir demons trations 
of affection, though, healthy, high-spirited, and hy no meana 
sentimental, the craving had been only occasional, he had 
done very well without fiera, and had gained habits of freedom 
incompatible \rith being petted. He l^d never been used to be 
interfered with, and could not imderstand it at all ; and that 
remembrance of past neglect embittered all his feelings. 

Mr. Lyddell bad just found out, aa Marian had Uiought 
loQg ago, tbat Lionel was the flower of his flock, the 
one of hia aona, who alone united spirit and steadiness, 
for the emigration scheme had abown a degree of sense, 
enterprise, aad consideration which had at tho timo pleased 
and aurprised him, and now added much to his sense of 
the promise lost. He laid all the blame of the neglect on hia 
wife, but he did not lament it the less keenly. His cstrome 
kindness and aoUcitude for the boy, were, to those who com- 
pared them with his general character, quite affecting, but 
unluckily they di^layed themselves in a way which harassed 
Lionel very much, for he treated him as if he fancied him 
completely blind already, cautioned him, guided him, and 
looked anxious, if he did but walk aoroas t£e garden alone ; 
whilst Lionel, who could see quite well enough for all ordi- 
nary purposes, was teased, reminded of his troubles, and 
vesed above measure by having notice attracted to hia defect 
of sight. 

In. the main, however, he owned that his father was kind, 
and sorry for him, though each particular instance annoyed 
him; biit it was much worse witK his mother, for her petting 
waa more minute, more eonatant, and such as would have 
been worrying to any boy in full health, even if it had not, 
as in poor Lionel's ease, been connected with the dark fature, 
and with a past, which had sadly soured him againat her. He 
waa alwaya rough and morose with her, rebelling against her 
care, never wakening into affection, or showing pleasure in 
what she proposed, though she continued to press on him her 
attention, with unwearied assiduity. 

His sisters were treated much in the same manner ; Clara 
made him cross with over care, and Caroline, though showing 
better judgment, and muoh real tact and affection, was also 
kept at a diataoce, and often harshly answered. Marian too, 
was quite sufficiently like a sister to come in for many an nn. 
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e fit of itidcness, and temper when it was perfectly 

e to find any means of pleasing him. 
Indeed suet unoccupied days as his, were in thcmaclTcs a 
trial of good humour. Idleness was* very pleasant in the 
holidays, but his was too active a spirit to bear it for long 
together, especially when it left room for such anticipations 
as those for which his hopes of a Bush life were exchanged. 
Yet he treated offers of reading to him as insults, and far 
less would he endure to learn any occapation that might servo 
him when his sight should he quite gone ; he professed to hato 
music, and lounged about disconsolately in the house or 
garden. Now and then, if he found the young ladies read- 
ing on their own account, he would be beguiled into listening 
and being amused, and their ingenuity was often exercised 
in appearing to be doing it naturally, and he sometimes took 
part in conversation, and thus had his attention withdrawn 
from his misfortune ; but it was not often that hia moodiness 
of manner could be charmed away, unless strangers were 
present, when he thought it a point of honour to seem at his 
ease and merry. 

After luncheon, he liked best to ride, but against this, 
Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell set their faces, persuaded that it must 
be very dangerous. This, Lionel thought the height of un- 
kindness ; he could ride just as safely as in the holidays ; 
and it was too cruel to make him give up the one pleasure 
he best liked, while he was stOl able to enjoy it, and though 
not sufficiently familiar with them to attempt any remoO' 
stranee, he became doubly discontented and sullen. He 
would not walk with the girls, but wandered far away over the 
downs by himself, often not coming back till very late, and 
till both his parents had been in some alarm. At last, after 
about a week, Marian ventured to espostuiate ; she prevailed, 
and he was allowed to resume his rides, under a restriction 
that it must never be alone. Now, taking a servant with 
liim was an avowal of his misfortune which he never would 
endure ; so Marian, who never in her life was afraid of what 
any horse could do, became his companion, and rode out 
with him a good deal, feeling him indeed a obargo, hut not 
nearly so heavy a one as her cousins fancied. 

Still, thougli not afraid of accidents to him or to herself, 
these rides were almost a subject of dread to Marian, daily 
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as was ttelr occurrence, for it was then that poor Lionel 
made up for the reserve he exercised with all the rest. If 
ehe oould have done him any good, it would have been a dif 
fcrent thing, but surely, the world did not contain, as she 
thought, a worse comforter than herself; for day after day, 
answer as she would, came the same sad strain of regrets, 
aad laments over vanished plans, repelling every attempt at 
leading him to resignation, and only varied by the different 
moods in which he would sometimes loot on his case as hope- 
less, and sometimes be angry with her for assuming that it 
was so. Still worse were the eomplainta of his parents, in 
which he would indulge after each fresh provocation, or 
rather, what he thought so, though she never gave him the 
least encouragement to talk in this manner, argued for them, 
and often blamed him ; yet do what she would, he never was 
eonviaced. The same battle on some other ground was sure 
to recur, often the next day, and Marian, right as she knew 
she was, never felt as if she had the victory ; for five times 
out of sis, it was in a surly, impatient manner that he turned 
away from her, as they dismounted. She often wondered 
whether she ought to let him go on thus, whether it was 
right ia her, if it did him harm, by confirming all his un- 
pleasant feelings, or whether it might not be worse for him 
to let them rankle in his heart Instead of pouring them out. 
It seemed too unkind to silence him, when he fancied such 
talk a comfort, and she was the only person in his confidence, 
yet what was right ? what was good for him ? Her head 
ached with the self debate ; she felt positively worn and do- 
pressed with the continued usaless, harassing conversations ; 
she knew he was beyond her management, yet, with all her 
doubts, she was too tender-hearted to vex him ; she let him 
go on and only combated each point, instead of refusing to 

Why would not Walter come home, the only tvue com- 
forter Lionel was likely to find, whom he really respected 
and loved ? Walter was by this time ordained, yet he did 
not propose coming home ; indeed Marian Lad not even 
beard wlietber he bad written, and she was inclined to think 
he could not have been laformed of the state of things at 

At length, wJieu Lioucl had been at home noaiiy a 
U 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



mOTiti), there eame one morniDg a letter directed to iiim. 
His mother and Clara both offered to read it for him, but he 
gruffly refused, glanoecl it over, and pat it ia his pocket. 
He loitered through the morning, and rode with Marian 
in the afternoon. As they happened to meet with some enter- 
taining subject of conversation, the ride was move cheerful 
than usual, and she hoped she had escaped the ordinary dis- 
cusoioD , but when ho helped her to dismount under the 
portieo, he said, " Don't go in just j-ct. Come and take a 
turn m the plantations." 

Her hejrt sank at the task that was coming, but she 
would not disappoint him, and gathering up her habit, she 
followed his quick steps. As soon as they were out of sight 
of the house, he produced the letter, saying, " Here, read 
me this." 

" O ! I was in hopes that you could." 

" I thought I could at first, but it was only ' my dear 
Lionel,' that I could read. It was all haze after that. 
There is a iStep in these three weeks," he added in a voice 
meant to bo manly and careless. " Come, let us hear. 'Tis 
from "Walter, ia not it ? " 

The letter bad been written on first receiving intelligence 
of Lionel's condition, which had been conirauuicated by bis 
father when he had to write about something else. Marian, 
as she road, rejoiced in the letter, it was so exactly what she 
wanted to have said, and yet never could venture on, about 
regarding the affliction as a cross, and bending to bear it pa- 
tiently. She had often felt that here was the best relief, 
but she had never dared to set it openly before Lionel, fear- 
ing that her awkwardness, and hia waywardness, -might lead 
to his saying something scornful, which would be worse than 
all. Here it was put before him in just the right way, and 
one to which he must attend, and she watched eagerly for 
some token of the way in which he took it. 

He made no remark, however, seeming to hear it as a. 
matter of course that "Walter would say something of the 
kind. After asking if she was certain she had read all, and 
pointing to a few crossed lines at the head of the first page, 
to make sure that she had not missed them, he only said, 
" Then there is not a word about coming. Well, I do think 
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be might come when he knows that aftci' this time I shall 
never be ahle to see iiim." 

" I don't suppose he thints of that," said Marian — "I 
mean perhaps he would not thiuk of your caring for the mere 
sight of him as a pleaanro." 

" He does not know then," said Lionel, " I am trying to 
learn all your faces, and I don't think I shall forget them." 

" I am sure if he guessed you wished for him he would 
come that instant." 

" I am not going to ask hiui," said Lionel proudly, 

" What, I really think, is the reason of his staying 
away," said Marian, hesitating, " is about Mr. Faulkner. I 
think mora especially now he is a Clergyman, bo will not 
have anything to do with him." 

" Ay, ay ! " said Lionel, " that is a reason good for some- 
thing. I only should like to do the same, except that if I 
was Walter I would have done more long ago, instead of just 
keeping out of the way, and told Caroline it was a regular 
shame, and she ought not to be taken in with his fine 
speeches, and balls, and stuff." 

" I don't know — " said Mariau, 

" What don't you know ? " 

" How far even Walter would be authorised to iiiteifere 
about what Mr. and Mrs. Ljddell approve." 

'■ Don't talk nonsense, Marian. If a thing is right, it is 
right, if it is wrong, it's wrong, and all the world ought fjs 
try to prevent it. I know I would, if anybody would mind 
me, for it makes me sick to see that man come into the room, 
and the fuss mamma makes with him. I think he grows 
worse. I declare I'd as aoon see her marry Julian the 
Apostate 1 I am so glad he is gone to those races. I should 
like to ask Caroline what sort of happiness she expects with 
a man that talks of the Bible as if it was no better than the 
Iliad I I only wish he would talk so to her, perhaps that 
would shock her." 

" I don't think she is very happy," said Marian. 

" I am sure she ought not to be," was the answer. 

" The more talk there has been of fixing the day the 
more unhappy she has looked," said Marian. " You know 
she has begged the Faulkners to let it be put off a littlo 
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longer, becaasc she could not bear that it should be while 
jou are in this doubtful state." 

" I did not know it," said Lionel, " and much good dooa 
it do me ! A nice life I shall have with no one but Clara to 
spealc to I And when is your marriage, Marian ? Mr. 
Arundel's, I mean, for that is as bad." 

" that will not be till nest snramer," said Marian; 
" Mrs. Wortley wishes Agces to bo twenty-one first, and 
Edmund has to build a bouse." 

And Marian was ready to forgive them for the delay 
when she saw how glad it made Lionel look. Yes, rejoiced 
as she must be to escape from Oakworthy, she could not go 
without a chequered feeling. If she was adroit at managing 
people, she would make Clara take the place she held now 
with Lionel, which would be good for both, but she was far 
too clumsy to bring that about , and ' whit a refuge Fern 
Torr would be after all this hatassing Iifel It would be 
better for Lionel not to have her to divert his confidence 
from bis own family, and at any rate she should be there to 
help him through this sad autumn of uncertainty. Then 
would come the peace, rest, and guidance she had longed for 
all her life, in her own home, and thtit hopi, mi(,bt well cheer 
her through life. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



To set tbe goi^l and Ul uparL" 

Lionel's affiiotion had certainly tended to lesaeu the gulf 
which the engagement with Mr. Faulkner had made between 
Caroline and Marian. Caroline was very anxious about her 
brother, and knowing that Marian had his confidence, was 
continually coming to her for reports of his state of mind and 
spirits, and with despairing questions as to what was likely 
to please him, — questions which Marian was quite unqualified 
to answer, and which were curious, since she had no tact, and 
Caroline bad a great deal. 
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TliTis it came to pass, that nightly sittings by eacli 
other's hed-Toom fire were renewed, and long consultations 
took place, always at first about Lionel, but sometinies 
brandling to things in general, even as in tho olden time. 
Caroline was, however, very unlike what she had been a year 
ago, when, as Marian full well remembered, they had first 
talted of Mr. Faulkner's visit. She was gayer in public, but 
her spii'its were very low when alone with Marian; and now 
nnd then the conversation flagged, till she sat for full half an 
liour, her head on her hand, without a word. At first she 
would try to excuse such a reverie, by calling herself very 
tired ; but as days went on, and it recurred, she smiled as 
she woke from it, and told Marian " it was such repose to be 
with a person who would let her be silent." 

There was much confidence in such silence. Marian be- 
gan to grow even more sorry for her than at first, because it 
was impossible to continue to be angry; and tried in every 
way to show her kindness, becoming, unconsciously, much 
more demonstrative in affection than ever she had been be- 
fore. On the day on which Lionel received the letter men- 
tioned at the ead of the last chapter, Caroline came into 
Marian's room at dressing-time ; and after lingering about a 
little, she said, " Could Lionel read that letter to day? " 

Marian shook her Lead sadly. 

" He brought it to you, then? " sighed Caroline, " Ah 1 
I saw who it came from." 

She looked wistfully at Marian, as if longing to hear 
something of the letter, though she would not ask j and Ma- 
rian, though much touched, was determined against saying 
one word about it, however indifferent, as she felt that, with- 
out Lionel's consent, she ought to be as mute as the paper it 
was written upon. Caroline paused, then continued, " Do 
you think he will ask you to write his answer for him? " 

" No, I think not. You know he wrote a note to Gerald 
in one of my letters tlie other day. I dare say he will al- 
ways be able to write ; Mrs. Wortley Las a blind friend who 
does." 

Caroline did not answer, but gazed at the Arc tor almost 
ten minnt«s. At last she said, " Poor Walter ! I wonder 
what he is doing." 
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" I am sure lie must he making himself very useful,'' said 
Marian. 

" That is one tiling we may be sure of," said Caroline, 
smiling moarnfully. " Walter is excellent wherever he is ; 
but 0, Marian," coutinued she, in a voice of ineipresaible 
sadness, " who would have told me, a year ago, that all I 
should hear of Walter's ordination would bo in the news- 
paper 1 " 

Marian could make no answer but some sound espresslva 
,of sorrow. 

" He has only written to me once since^sJnee June ! " 
proceeded Caroline, in the same utterly dejected tone. 

Then Walter had remonstrated, which was a great com- 
fort to Marian, by restoring him to his place in her estima- 
tion. Still she maintained her espressive silence, and 
Caroline went on after another intervaL "You aud he 
have been consistent from the first, Marian." 

At that moment Fanny came in, and no more could be 
said, for Marian was obliged to dress for dinner in a hurry. 
She took an opportunity of saying to Lionel that evening, 
something about the pleasure it would give Caroline if he 
would tell her about his letter. 

'i What ! you have been telling her about it ? " said he, 
in a tone of great Tesation ; " that is always the way with 
women — no trusting them I " 

" No, indeed, Lionel, I said not one word ; but she saw 
it was Walter's writing." 

" And you went and told her I eould not read it^ " 

" If she asked me, what eould I do but speak the 
truth ? " said Marian gently ; but lie only made an impatient 
esclamation. 

" I gave not the least bint of what it was about," added 
Marian, pleadingly. " Of course I could not think of that, 
nor she either ; but she looked as if she did so long for some 
news of Walter : she has not heard from him since the 



" That is her own fault," said Lionel, in his surly voice, 

" Thaf only makes it the worse for her. She is so much 

out of spirits, Lionel ; and if j'ou would only tell her that 

part about bis schools and his lodging, I am saro she would 

be so much obliged to you." 
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" I shan't do any such thing," was his reply ; '■ I always 
keep my letters to myself, and I wish you woulii not talk 
about me." 

He turned sharply away, and crossed the room ; hut his 
temper was not improved by the consequences of his stum- 
bling over a footstool which, had been left full in the way, 
and in rather a dark place, where it would have been a trap 
for any one. He recovered in an instant without fallina; ; so 
that it would not have signified if Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell had 
not both been startled. The former issued an edict that 
no stumbling-block should be left in the way, and the latter 
entered upon an investigation as to who had been the de- 
linquent in the present case, so as to make a gveat deal of 
discussion of the very worst kind for Lionel. 

Thenceforth the evening was uncomfortable. Marian 
felt as if she was guilty of all, and was extremely provoked 
with herself for that blundering way of driving at hor point, 
which made things worse when she most wanted to set them 
right. She had not comforted Caroline, and she liad led 
poor Lionel to fancy his confidence betrayed, and himself 
discussed and — as he would call it — gossiped about. No 
wonder he looked as if she had been injuring him ; yet, un- 
just as it Was, she had only hor own mal-adroitness to blame. 
A person of tact would have smoothed it all at once, instead 
of ruffting everything up. 

The tact Marian longed for is a natural talent ; 
the consideration, the delicacy of feeling, that she really 
had, were a part of her sterling goodness, such as may he 
acquired by all ; and her thorough truth, trustiness, kind- 
ness, and above all her single-niindedness, had a value, 
where she was really known, which weighed down, in 
the long run, all that was involuntarily against her iu man- 
ner, and won her not only esteem, but such warm affec- 
tion, such thorough reliance, as neither she herself, nor 
those who felt it could fathom. Tact is an excellent 
thing, but genuine love to our neighbourj seeking to 
show true kindness, delicacy, and consideration, — striving 
in fact to do as it would be done by, — is as much more pre- 
cious, as a spiritual gift is than a natural quality. 

That very night, as Marian was sitting in her own 
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room in Iier dressing-gown, pondering on these unfortunate 
blunders, there was a knock nt her door, and in came Ca- 
roline, Sitting down by the fii-e, she held out a letter on 
two or three sheets of closely written note-paper, "Bead 
that, Marian," said she, turning her face straight, to the 
fire as she gave it. 

It was from Walter, and the data showed that it had 
been written immediately on receiving the announcement of 
Caroline's engagement. It was grave, earnest, and affection- 
ate; not accusing Mr. Faulkner of anything, not positively 
objecting to him, but reminding Caroline of the solemnity 
of the duties she waa about to undertake, and of the extreme 
danger of allowing herself to be so attracted by agreeableness 
of manner, or Jed on by the opinion of those around her, as to 
forget that the connection she was about to form waa to last 
for life, and that she must be responsible for the influence her 
husband would exercise on her life here, and therefore on her 
life hereafter. He said he was sure she could not enter lightly 
on suohan engagement, and therefore trusted that her ownmind 
waa thoroughly convinced that she had chosen one who would 
be a guide, an aid, and a support in the path that all were 
treading. 

It was exactly Walter's way, as Marian well knew, to 
manage to say, in bis simple, and as he thought, guarded 
manner of representing things, what to sharper people had 
very much the air of irony; and as she gave back the letter, 
her observation, as the first that would occur, was, " It is very 
like Walter." 

" Very," said Caroline. 

" Did you answer him ? " 

" I wrote again, but — but " — her voice began to fail — " it 
was not an answer. I would not seem to understand him. 
I wrote a lively, careless sort of letter, and only said papa 
and mamma were delighted, or something of that kind. And 
0, Marian, Marian, be has never written to me again, and I 
have deserved it," She burst into tears. 

" But why don't you write now 1 He must be very anx- 
ious to hear of Lionel, and there is no one to teii him." 

"I cannot," she replied; "I cannot, while — while he 
thi nks of me as ho must — as he ought ! " She wept bit- 
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terly, and Marian stood by perplexed and distresasd, 
" Pear Caroline," was the utmost that sho could say. 

"Marian I" cried Caroline, looking up for a moment, 
tten hiding lies face agaia — " I would give anytliiiig in 
the world that he Lad been at home last summer, or that 
you had slept at High Down that night." 

A flash of hope and joy came across Marian. '■ If jou 
think so," she began, but Caroline cut her short. " I know 
what yoa mean, but that is impossible, quite impossible — 
decidedly so," she added, as if these assurances were to 
strengthen her own belief in its impossibility, and not ar- 
guing, from a consciousness that her friend would overthrow 
every one of her arguments. " I don't know what made 
mo come to you, and tease you," said she, rising and taking 
her letter ; '" good night." 

" Tease me ! O, Caroline, Caroline, you know — " 

What she knew was lost in a most aflectionato embrace ; 
but Caroline would not stay any longer, and left Marian as 
usual, regretting everything that had passed. 

The nest night, however, Caroline came again, as if there 
was some irresistible spell that drew her to Marian. It was 
Sund^, and Marian had long since observed that on such 
days Caroline was always most out of spirits. She sat down, 
and let a long time pass without talking ; but at last she 
said, " Marian, it is very kind in you to let me come and sit 
here. Ton cannot — no — you will never know how wretched 

" My dear, dear Caroline, if I could bnt do anything fur 
yon 1 but," she proceeded, gathering resolution from her 
day's reflections, " you are the only purson who can do any- 
thing for yoarself." 

" Impossible ! " repeated Caroline 

Marian was not exactly silenced, but involved in deep 
considerations as to the propriety of interfering, and 
whether attempting to persuade Caroline would be dning 
evil that good might come. Before she had made up her 
mind, — as, indeed, how could she in five minutes come to a 
conclusion to which hours of previous perplosity had failed 
to bring her? — Caroline spoke again. " If it had but never 
begun I but now it has, it must go on." 

"I don't know — " 
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"It must, I tell jott!" repoated Cai'oliao. "If it had 
all to begin orer again, it woultl be very different. 0, if it 
was but tiiis time last year I " 

" But Caroiine, Caroline," repeated Marian, carried away 
by .the thought that rose to her lips, " only think ; you say 
now if it was this time last year — now, while youoan escape, 
Sliall not you say so all the more when it is really too late, 
— when yoa will wish jou bad drawn back now ? " 

" You have no right to say I should wish that ! " said 
Caroline, offended. " You don't know what the love is that 
you aro holding so cheaply." 

" I beg your pardon, Caroline," and Marian was thrown 
into herself again ; but she thought a little longer, and see- 
ing that Caroline was still waiting and musing, she ventured 
on saying, in a tiniid voice, "Somehow, I think, it would 
seem to me that the more affection there was, the more pain- 
ful it would all be." 

" You are right there, Marian," exclaimed Caroline, in a 
voice of acute feeling. 

It was a strange question that Marian nest asked 
abruptly, on an impulse sudden at the moment, tliough it 
was what she had long eagerly desired to know. " Do you 
love him after all?" 

Caroline iJid not seem vexed by the inquiiy, but wont on 
speaking rather as if she was examining herself as to the 
answer, — " Love him ? I don't know ; sometimes I think I 
do, sometimes I think not. It ia not as people in books 
love, and — and it can't be as yoiir Agnes must love Mr. 
Arundel." 

A most emphatic "Ono!" escaped from Marian, she 
hardly knew how, as if it was profanation to compare Mr. 
Faulkner to Edmund ; and perhaps the strongest proof that 
Caroline's was not a real attachment, was that she let it 
pass. " But then," pursued sho warmly, " I am sure he is 
attached to me — yea, very much — and-— well, and I am glad 
to see him come into the room ; I like to walk with him. 
There is no one — no— no one in tho whole world whom I 
like so welJ. All my doubts and fears go away at tho first 
sound of his voice, and I am c[uite happy then. 0, Marian, 
that surely is love ? " 
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" I don't know," said Marian ; " I can't fancy love that 
has not begun with esteem, with looking up." 

"I do look up! "said Caroline, eagerly. "Ho is ao 
clover, so sensible, has such a mind." 

" I did not mean looking up intellectually." 

" Ab ! you can live in that way," said Caroline, quickly ; 
" your own people are all of that sort. But you know I 
should never have had any one at all to love, if I had begun 
looking for that hind of thing, even at home," 

Too true, thought Marian, while she answered, " It is a 
different thing where you have to begin afresli, and take it 
voluntarily upon you." 

" Voluntarily ! " repeated Caroline ; " I am sure my will 
had very little to do with it. I found myself in the midst 
of it, without knowing how, before I bad made up my miod 
one way or the other. 0, Marian ! if you had but been with 
me that morning." 

" Would that have prevented you ? " 

" I do B;eally believe it would. You would have looked as 
if you thougbt it so impossible, that I should have been 
strengthened up to do something they could not have taken 
for consent, I'U tell you all about it, Marian, from the be- 

finning, and you will see how little free will I bad in it, and 
ow distracted I am now." 

Caroline went through the whole story, incoherently, and 
often only half expressing her sentiments, and passing over 
what Marian knew aleady. It seemed 'that ishe bad been 
pleaseed with Mr. Faulkner's agreeableness, flattered by his at- 
tentiouj and entered upon the same sort of intercourse with him 
as with any other pleasant acq^uaintanoe. It would never have 
been her way, brought up as she had been, to shrink from 
bim with such shuddering aversion as Marian did, simply 
from wbat she bad heard of his opinions. He was so agree- 
able, that it was just as well quite to forget that, or only half 
to believe it. Then came the growing perceptions of his in- 
tentions towards her, and of her mother's triumph in them. 
But this was Hot till the archery arrangements wore, so far 
advanced, that she could not have drawn back , from them ; 
and she was, besides, in a whirl of gaiety, aijd excitement 
that left little time for serious thoaght : that she put off till 
hia oITor should bo made, if it was really coming. It came, 
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aad wlien alie did not expect it. She kaew not what to do 
she was too conftised for cousi deration. The next day was 
hewildermeot, and in the evening she found herself engaged. 
T]ie new sensation given her hj her lover's affection, her 
genuine admiration of Lis personal superiority, and wonder 
at herself for having attracted such a man, — her gratitude to 
his family for their hindneas, the triumph of her parents, — 
all formed such a mixture of pleaaarable, almost intoxicating 
feelicgs, as at first to giddy hei', (or, as the French will ex- 
press it, V itourdir,) as to what she had done, and what she 
was about to do. Marian's grave, still face, and omission of 
one congi'atulatory, even of one sympathetic word, were in- 
deed witnesses ; but the impression of her unaccommodating 
waya was then recent, and Cai-oline thought of her as one 
who showed goodness to he unpleasing and impracticable, and 
looked on her silent disapproval as part of that system of 
severity in which she was consistent, but which her conduct 
only proved to he absurd and unreasonable. 

In the same spirit Caroline disregarded Walter's letter, 
— only a letter, which could therefore be laid aside, and 
which, in truth, did not say all he meant as forcibly or as 
well as it might have been said, since, as every one knew, 
Walter w^ more good than clever. A tenderness of feeling, 
reminding her that Walter loved her, woidd not lot her 
destroy the letter, or be offended; bntshe intrenched herself 
in her parents' satisfection, and being resolved not to attend 
to it, she would not seem to understand it; So time passed; 
at fcrst she was really not exactly happy, but possessing 
what passed very well for happiness with herself and every 
one else; then came a time when an effort became necessary 
to persuade herself that she was so. It was not that Mr. 
Eaulkner showed his character more openly, or startled her 
with any such plain expressions as had so much shocked 
Lionel; for he held that most subtle and perilous of all views 
partaking of unbelief, — that Christianity was the beat and 
most beautiful form of religion yet promulgated, tJiat it was 
all very well now for women and weak-minded people, aad it 
was a step to some wonderful perfectibility, which was a sort 
of worship of an esaence of beauty and intellect. 

He did not say such things to her, but they were the 
prir.oiplcs on which all liis sentiments were founded: and as 
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alio know Iiim more and more intimately, compared and dis- 
cussed tlieir tastes and likings, and the grounds on wliich 
they were formed, there were tokens, whicli could not help 
now and then showing themselves, of those opinions of wliicli 
Marian had warned her. 

Very slow was she to admit the conviction, for she was 
gi-owing much attached to him ; and whenever he praised 
the beauty, the poetry, the morality, the majesty of anythiog 
belonging to religion, she caught at it, and silenced all her 
douhts with it,— Jioped she had silenced them for ever-, — but 
the perception would return that it was only the beauty that 
he praised, because it y/os beauty, and struck him. as such. 
Shade upon shade, imperceptible in itself, but each tint 
addiug to its depth, the cloud of misgiving darkened, and 
though she tried to fight it off, — though she told herself it 
was too late, — though she was very angry with herself for 
it, there it still hung; and the ever-present consciousness of 
Marian's disapproval heightened it, till in impatient moods 
she began to dislike Marian, and wish her out of the house. 

Then came the news of Edmund Arundel's engagement, 
rousing Marian into such a glow of warm-hearted delight, 
as to waken Caroline to a complete sense of her power of 
affection, as well as of the contrast of the manner in which 
she regarded the prospects of her two friends. Caroline 
grew more unhappy, and strove both against her own grow- 
ing wretchedness, and an almost magnetic attraction, which 
drew her to impart it all to Marian, in spite of the chill with 
which it would be first met, and of the advice which could 
never he taken ; whilst a yearning, longing desire for the 
long-snapended intercourse with Walter, and a sense of his 
displeasure, formed no slight portion of her miserable feel- 
ings. The arrangements for her marriage she looked on as 
part of her destiny, — at any rate, they occupied her mind ; 
and there would be an end, after that, of these dreadful and 
vain doubts. 

In the midst of all this, poor Lionel's threatened mis- 
fortune gave Caroline, aa it were, a glimpse down a long 
dark road, where nothing had ever yet caused her to look ; 
yet who could say whether it might not be her's to trend it? 
Affliction, sickness, sorrow, death, certain at last,— there 
was but one stay in them ; and what if she should lose it,~ 
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if she was losing it already t She thought of bearing them 
with him, — of the hollowness, the fallacy, the utter misery 
of trying to he sustaiued by awght that had not its founda- 
tions firmly fixed beyond the grave, — of not looking at sor- 
row as fatherly chastisement, (Caroline hardly yet entered 
into its Still higher claim,) or at death as the gate of life. 
And ! if she loved him as her husband, what would it bo 
to see him die, thinking, or even having thought, as he too 
surely did ? All the train of fallacies about sincerity rather 
than forms of faith, — all the hopes that he might yet ho 
brought to see the truth, and that she might be the means, 
were only soporifics for a moment, which failed to still the 
ever growing agony. She know there was nothing in them, 
and that they were only extenuations ; but still, amid all 
her unhappinesa, there was a resolution to persevere, a want 
of moral oourage which determined her to go on, and enter 
on saoh a life as this, rather than go through all that would 
ensue on an attempt to break off the match. Thus, though 
her reluctance was inoreasiag, and she now sought to put ofE 
the decisive day, instead of precipitating it, as at first, all 
she attempted was to have the wedding deferred in conse- 
queuce of her brother's condition ; and though, logically 
taken, there was no great reason in the request, every one 
agreed it was a very amiable feeling, and so her desire was 
complied with. She would have avoided Marian more than 
ever, but this could hardly be, now that her cousin was in 
fuller sympathy with all the family than she bad ever been 
before ; and little as was her immediate power with Lionel, 
Caroline would Lave given worlds even for that. Thus, as 
has been shown, the old sympathy grew up again ; the root, 
blighted months ago, shot out once more, and at last ac- 
cident and impulse led Caroline to do what she had little 
expected ever to have done, — to pour out all her griefs, cares, 
and doubts to Marian, knowing all the time what she would 
say, and resolved against her advice, yet irresistibly im- 
pelled to go oa, as if talking would relieve her of her 
bui-theii, and resting on the solid, firm truth of that deep 
love, wUioh manifested itself by few tokens indeed, but those 
were of extreme worth. 

The confession was a perplexity and a sorrow to Marian 
while it was being made, though she was very glad it had 
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been done ; and how intense were tlie affection and eompas- 
aion for Caroline that filled her heart is bejond all power of 
narration. She answered with earnost sympathy, at each 
step helped out the broken words, and showed her eorapro- 
hension of the pauses. She was a perfect listener ia all but 
one respect j she would not give the counsel Caroline wanted ; 
and she would not have been Marian, she would not have 
had her own reality and bracing severity, if she had. She 
oould not cheer Caroline up, bitl her banish fear, and loot 
forward to happiness ; she could not even tell her there was 
no help for it: she only said, "I don't know," and sat con- 
sidering whenever Caroline reiterated that it was impossible, 
and too late. 

Some power tho3e"Idoa'tknowa"had beyond eloquenoe ; 
for when Caroline had seven times fully proved how entirely 
out of the question any attempt to escape from her destiny 
wonld be, she ended by asking, in quite a different tone, 
" What would you have me do V " 

The reply was, of course, " I don't know; " but this was 
immediately followed by a repetition of the former counsel, 
" Write to Walter." 

Caroline could not — would not ; it would be of no use : 
poor Walter should not be tormented. If, in his strict sense 
of right, he ohose to coma and try, aa he would think, to 
save her, there would be nothing but nproav and confusion 
in the family ; and to think of him, with his timidity, bring- 
ing his father's anger on himself for her sake, seemed to her 
at the niom.ent beyond all things dreadful. No, no, no, it 
was utterly impossible; and therewith the fire being out, and 
the clock striking two, Caroline thanked Marian for her kind- 
ness, said it was all of no use, kissed her, and bade her good 

Marian thought no good was done, and only made her- 
self very unhappy at seeing her led, by weakness, to sacrifice 
herself against her better judgment. The nest night, 
Caroline came again, and the conversation was resumed, or 
rather gone over again, with no more satisfactory result than 
before; and so it was the nest, and the next. To be com- 
forter and adviser sounds like a delightful privilege, and 
BO, thought Marian, it would be, if one could only do it ; but 
to Have all the opportunity, — to have people coming for coiu- 
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fovt, aud not; ia the least be able to afford it, neither to I'fl- 
Ueve them, nor to be sure that she had not done them harm 
was to the highest degree painful and unsatisfactory. And 
from Lionel's repininga to Caroline's doubts, she went, suffer- 
ing for each, equally uaable to console either, and wondering 
which was the saddest case. Lionel's was, she thought, far 
the best, if he would but perceive it; but then Caroline's might 
yet be remedied, if she had but strength for one struggle. 
All that Marian could do wfthout mistrust, was to pray for 
them both, and to pray that she might not be the means of 
doing tliem harm. 

She saw how wrong it would be in hor, personally to in- 
terfere between Caroline and her parents' wishes ; and it was 
this that made her adhere to that one piece of advice, that 
AV alter should be written to, since on his judgment and sense 
of right there was the most absolute reliaace ; and, both as 
brother and Clergyman, he was by far the most proper per- 
son for Caroline to consult, or to act for her, 

For three days, however, it was all in vain, Caroline 
would not write ; and she began to despair, and to grow 
angry with the feebleness that would not take ono step in 
tho. right direction. Oa the fourth, Caroline, who the night 
before had seemed as averse as ever, showed her, as slie 
crossed the hall on the way to luncheon, a letter directed to 
the Eeverend Walter Lyddell, Her heart leapt, but as she 
smiled satisfaction, she saw Caroline's face so wan, dejeoted, 
and miserable, that she could not make herself too happy. 
There were other doubts, now that this point was gained, as 
to how Walter might be able to manage Caroline, — whether 
he would lead her to the right, or unconsciously turn her to 
tlie wrong, by his want of skilfulness ; what might he his 
idea of her duty to her parents, or to her promise ; whether 
he might think it right to take upon himself to advise, or 
whether either he or his sister, when it eame to the point, 
would have nerve enough to excite their father's displeasure. 

The only thing Marian thought at all favourable, was 
that Elliot and Mr. Faulkner were both at Newmarket, and 
tiiere was no present appearance of their coming home. 
Elliot was likely to make more opposition than any one else, 
and Mr. Faulkner's influence was of course to be dreaded. 
luJetid, had he been at hand, believing, as Caroline did, in 
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liis affection for her, it waa most probable that she would 
never hare spoken of her misgivinga at all, and very possibly 
have hardly acknowledged them to herself. 

Caroline's letter had been written on Thursday, It waa 
Monday, and no answer had come, which cauaecl her to look 
more worn and dispirited than before, unable even to keep 
up the appearance of cheerfulness wliieh she had hitherto 
assumed when with tho rest of the family. It was a cold, 
gloomy, wintry day, with gusts of sleety rain, and no one 
chose to attempt going out, except Marian and Lionel, the 
former of whom was a systeraatie despiser of weather, and 
never was hurt by anything but staying in-doora, while tho 
latter would rather have done anything than idle away a 
whole afternoon as well as a morning in the drawing-room. 
Even they thought it too bad for riding ; so after making 
tbe circuit of the park, they weat into the town, where 
Lionel wanted to buy a silk handkerchief. He had been 
told the day before that his neck-tie was growing unfit to be 
seen, he did not choose to ask any one to get one for him, 
and it was against his will that he was obliged to take Mai-ian 
to secure him from buying " any thing awful," aa he ex- 
pressed it. 

The purchase prospered very well, Lionel hoped that the 
shopman had not fonnd out how entirely he trusted to his 
companion for the choice, and was proud that hia old pre- 
caution of substituting a key for a slider at the gold end of 
his purse, had saved hitn from making any mistakes about 
the money. They were walking away, arm in arm ; it was 
not yet necessary to guide him, but Marian thought begiu- 
ning now would soften the first commencement of depend- 
ence. And, indeed, even in the holidays, Lionel, ia his first 
tail-coat, had been well-pleased to find himself man enough 
to have his arm taken by a young lady. 

A carriage was passing. " There is "Walter 1 " joyfully 
exclaimed Marian, as she saw the well-known spectacled face 
peering from the window of one of tho carriages from tho 
(jireat Western Station. 

" Walterl what, come at last? " cried Lionel, looking up 
and frowning in that painful way that had become habitual 
to him when ho strained his eyes to see distinctly. Walter 
had at tho samo monietit spiedthem, stopped, thrown the door 
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open, sprung out, and was shaking hands with tlioni, tut 
scarcely speaking. He turned again to order the driver to 
go on and set his things down at the house, and then joined 
his brother and cousin, looking very anxiously at Lionel, 
whoso arm Mariaa had quitted, and still keeping silence. 
Marian on her side was very glad ; hut at the same time al- 
most overcome by the thought of what this return home 
must be to Walter, and feeling a strange, solemn sensation 
at first meeting her cousin and companion, after he had be- 
come in an especial manner the servant of the Most Sigh. 
He was Walter still, Walter with his near-sighted eyes, and 
nervous manner, yet he was so much more, and his clerical 
dross would not let her forget it for a moment. 

Lionel was the most unembarrassed of the three, he was 
very glad to meet his brother, and wishing to show that he 
could bear his troubles manfully, he spoke joyously, " So 
you have thought better of it and come at lout, Walter ; I 
hope it is for a good long time." 

" Only till Saturday," was Walter's answer. 

" Well, that is something, only I can't think why you did 
not come before." 

Walter murmured something about having been much 
occupied, and then seemed to bo watching Lionel too intently 
to say any more. Marian thought the brothers would get 
on much better without her, and, coming to a cottage, said 
sho wanted to speak to somebody in it. "0 Marian, we 
will wait for you," said Walter, with a pleading look, and 
she saw from his agitated, fidgeting manner, that he was ex- 
cessively nervous at the notion of being left to take care of 
Lionel back to the house. 

"Very well," she said, "I will not bo a moment;" and 
delivering her message, which had been only devised as an 
excuse, she walked on with them, ia a sort of despair as to 
Walter's being of any use. " If he is afraid to walk home 
with Lionel," thought she, " what will it be about stirring up 
his father? Why cannot people have a little courage?" 
She consoled herself by remembering that Walter could 
not know the degree of Lionel's blindness, and probably 
thought it worso than it yet was ; but even if it had been 
total, she could not see that he need have been afraid of 
guiding him in the street and through the park. If it was 
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the additional nervousness, of disliking to Iiegin on so pain- 
ful a subject, that she thought worse than ail. Marian being 
by no means troubled with nerves herself, had little tolera- 
tion for women who had tliem ; and none at all for men. 
She thought the case lost, and half repeated of her advice 
to write to Walter, yet she did not know what else she could 
possibly have said. Lionel talked on, told who was at home, 
and what every one was about, and when Johnny had last been 
heard of, all in a bright, lively tone, not exactly assumed, 
for he was much cheered by his brother's arrival, and yet 
partly from the wonted desire of showing himself happy. 
Walter did not make mncli reply, but when Lionel after 
saying Elliot was at Newmarket, added, " And Mr. Faulk- 
ner is there too, so you won't have the pleasure of an intro- 
duction," he started, and Marian saw the trembling of liis 
lips. 

Thus they reached the house, and Lione! dasbed forward 
in his own headlong way before them, to announce Walter's 
coming. Then Walter looked at Marian, saying, " Then it 
is not so bad yet?" 

" no, it is only that he cannot see aii3'thiHg distinctly ; 
he cannot bear not to be independent." 

They were entering the hall by this time, and bis mother 
and sisters had come out to meet Walter, Caroline very 
white and trembling, and holding by the back of a chair in- 
stead of coming forward ; Mrs. Lyddell kissed him, and 
seemed more affectionate than usual, for it had been a great 
pleasure to her to see Lionel rush in with that animated 
tiice, and a shout such aa he used to get into disgrace for. 

Nothing came to pass that evening, there were no private 
conferences, and there was nothing remarkable, escepting 
that Lionel was quite merry and talkative, and Caroline 
more silent than ever, seeming hardly to attend oven when 
Walter was sitting between her and Clara, talking to Marian 
and Lionel about the beautiful arrangements of Churoh and 
school in his new curacy. At night she was in such a terrible 
agitation, walking up and down the rooms so restless and 
wretched that Marian, seriously afraid she would be quite 
ill the next day, persuaded her with great difficulty, to go 
to bed, and did not leave her till very late at night, when 
she had read her to sleep. 
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[t was a great relief to find her pretty well in the morn- 
ing, at least with nothing worse than a headache. She and 
Walter both disappeared after hreakfast, and did not come 
down till lunoheoE time, when she looked so ill that Mrs. 
Ljddell was alarmed and insisted on her Ijing down and 
keeping quiet. Then Mrs. Lyddell said that Walter ought 
to go and call on Lady Julia Faulkner, and offered to take 
him thera Marian looked at him by stealth, and could 
have gasped for breath, for by what he did now, she thought 
she coald see what line he would take, 

" Thank yon," he said, or rather hesitated, " hut don't 
let me interrupt your plana. I thought I heard something 
about — about Salisbury. I have something to do there." 

" The girls did talk of wanting to go," said Mrs. Lyd- 
dell. " Did not you, Marian or Clara, which was it ? " 

" My watch wants to have something done to it," put in 
Lionel, whose father had given him a repeater, which of 
course begaji its career by doing anything but going pro- 
[jerly. 

" Well, perhaps it will be aa well to go to Salisbury to- 
day, as Caroline has this headache. She never likes going 
there, and she may bo able to go with ns to High Down to- 
morrow." 

So it waa settled, and they left the luncheon table, 
Marian happened to be the last lady, and whether it was 
fancy or not she was not sure, but she thought she heard on 
Walter's lips, a self-reproachful whisper of " Coward." 

The expedition to Salisbury, in which Marian was obliged 
to take part, prevented her from seeing anything of Caro- 
line till the evening, and then as soon aa Clara was out of 
the way Caroline rose up, caught hold of her hand, and ex- 
claimed, " 0, Marian, what have you made me do ? " then 
walked about in a parox^m of distress, almost terrible to 

" Caroline, dearest, O don't ! " cried Marian quite fright- 
ened ; " do try to be calm 1 what is it ? " 

" O it will all be misery!" said Caroline, sitting down 
and clasping her hands over her face, " I little knew what it 
would be when you made me write to Walter. He says it 
woalA be wickedness — ^yes, those were his words — he called it 
ae to go on with it, as I feel now t " 
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" And you moan to " 

" leannot tel!— ~I don't know— lie must do as ho pleases; 
it will make me wild ! He must do as he please3j for I 
must be wretched either way," 

" Dear Caroline — but O ! how mtieh better to be un- 
happy for the sake of doing right than when " 

" Yes, yea — so he said — bat ! the horror. It kills mo 
e¥en to think of what it will be 1 0, Mariaa Ma 'an " 

" It will bo over in time," said Marian but I am 
glad yon have made up your mind " 

" No, I have not — at least I must, I sipj — ^f aft 
what Walter said I can't go on. Walter's w d w uld b 
a dagger — ! I don't know what they would b all the at 
of my life if I did. No — ^you and Waltoi uu. t ha e y u 
own way; I am too wretched already to caie whdt becomes 
of me. But he — O Marian, I never can " 

" If it is right you can," said Marian. 

" You can, but you don't know what you say to me," 
said Caroline, " Right has never been to me what It is to 
you," 

" Yes, indeed it has, dear Caroline, or you would not bo 
making this struggle now. Indeed there must be strength 
in you, or you would have gone on without faltering." 

" Walter said he ahoiSd never have spoken one word 
after that first letter, if I had not begun," said Caroline ; 
" but when he saw my mind misgave me, and I wanted help, 
he thought it his duty to come and set it all before me. 0, 
Marian, he said dreadful things ; I did not think Walter 
eould have been so cruel. 0, such things I He made me 
look at the Marriage Service, and say how I eould answer 
those things ; and Ee talked about death and the Last Day, 
He said it would he a presumptuous sin, and a profaning of 
the holy ordinance for me to come to it, knowing and think- 
ing and ibeling as I do, what things he said I and yet ho 
was very kind to me." 

" Well, and " 

" I loft it all to him. I know it would be misery, and I 
did not care in what way ; but then, Marian, I worse than 
all, he said it must be my own doing." 

" I suppose it must." 

" He said he would help nic ; but I was the only person 
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wlio tad a right to do auything 1 0, Marian, Marian, I wi&h 
I could die." 

" It will be over in time 1 " repeated Marian. 

" Yes, but it wUl not be over. Mamma, papa, I shall 
be reproached with it for ever; I Bhall know I have made 
him unhappy. would that I could begin all over agam ! " 

" You will have comfort at last in having been strong. 
The greater the effort the nobler it is ! 0, Caroline, do only 
hold out nobly. It is so glorious to have something to suf- 
fer for the sake of doing right ! " 

" Glorious ! " murmnred Caroline, her desponding gaae 
raised to contemplate the grand head, fine brow, firm lips, 
and dark glancing eye, turned up for a moment in- the enthu- 
siastic spirit of self-devotion. That look, unknowing as waa 
Marian that she wore it, penetrated into Caroline's sou!, and 
warmed her too with the temper of martyrdom. " Glori- 
ous ; " she repeated a second time, and the tone was not so 
broken and hopeless as before. 

" To be sure it is ! " said Marian, going on with her own 
thoughts, " and it is so seldom people can ever partake of 
it, in ever ao slight a degree, in these days ; I always think 
it so beautiful where the account is given of tlie Apostles' 
great joy when they found a persecution was really going to 
begin." 

" Persecution— yes, real persecution." 

" And every suffering for the sake o£ the truth, for con- 
science' sake, must partake a little of that, I suppose," said 
Marian reverently. 

There they were interrupted by Clara, who came to call 
Marian down stairs, Caroline came too, which the others 
had not expected. She waa more calm and composed, and 
her headache was supposed by her mother to account for her 
want of spirits. She went to bed early, begging Marian to 
come and visit her wh.ea she came up. Marian contrived to 
do so as soon as possible, and found her already in bed, quiet 
and comfortable. ' Marian," she said, " I have made up my 
mind. Now read to me, if yon please." 

She was worn out with agitation and sleeplessness, and 
soothed with having come to a determination, she soon fell 
asleep, and Marian went to her own room, wondering over 
the part Walter had acted, and what he might be going to 
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do next, whether ho had led or driven his sister, and how 
far the courage of principle would avail to sahduo natural 
timidity. 

Caroline was pretty well the nest morning, but the time 
was broken up in various ways, so that it was not till the af- 
ternoon that she could see Walter again in private. Lionel 
was considerably disconcerted when he found himself left to 
Marian. He had no uotioa of what was going on, had be- 
lieved Walter's return to be entirely on his account, and 
was much disappointed at not having more of his company ■ 
for though both had been of the party to Salishury, one had 
been Outside the carriage and the other inside, so that they 
had not seen much of each other, and this morning had been 
interrupted. He was so much vexed and inclined to be hurt, 
by what Le felt as a slight on his brother's part, that Marian 
could not resist telling him what she knew would console 
him. " I don't think you will mind it, Lionel, whea you 
know why it is that Caroline wants him." 

"Ha?" said Lionel, "you don't mean that she has 
thought better of it, and ia going to send Julian the Apos- 
tate to the right about Eh ? You don't say so. Well, 
then there is some good in Caroline after all 1 But tlien 
what should she want of Walter ? " 

" To help her, to advise her." 

" Well, if she likes, but I oaa't see what advice she 
wants. She has only got to make him a cnrtsey and say, ' Veiy 
much obliged to you, sir, but I had rather be excused.' " 

Marian could not help laughing, in spite of her deep feel- 
ing on the matter, and Lionel, who had acted the voice and 
the curtsey, laughed too, and then perhaps ashamed of making 
fun of such an affair, added, " It is the best news I have 
heard this long time. What, and that is what sho has been 
HO dismal about these last few days, is it ? " 

" Yes, she has been very unhappy indeed. It is a terri- 
ble struggle." 

" What ? she likes him, does she ? Poor Cary ! After 
all I am glad slie is coming right again, she is very good na- 

tured, and agreat deal too good for Ju . Ah ! you won't 

have him called so, I know. They tave taken a good time 
for it now he is away and Elliot too, but what a Iremen- 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



2G4 TEIli TWO CUAILDIANS, 

douH I'ow there will be about it. Mamma thought it wri3 aueh 
a speculation for Caroline." 

" Yes, I am afraid she will have a great deal to go 
through." 

" Yes," said Lionel, pondering gravely for some minutes, 
then, asking " Wbat is going to be done ? " 

" I don't know in the least ; I believe she is settling witli 
Walter to-day " 

" Then nob ly k w b t t y t 

There was m t 1 b 1 1 h tii t f t f 
talking over ti g m t to th n j t wh h 

put Lionel into pt llygdj t dnidtlir 
walk very pie t I th t gl mp wh h M h d 

of Caroline, sh I th t W It h Ju d t L t p al, 

to his father th t y g C 1 1 k d gli tly 

white as she sa d wh p b t h d eadt 1 ^ tat 

seemed to hav Ifth hhd dtlyqtemd p 
her mind, tho gh h sa d h b 1 1 t w uld h 

been done if it had rested with her to begin by telling either 
of her parents. Both she and Marian knew that nothing 
but a spirit of moral heroism could have braoed Walter to 
bear the first brunt of his father's wrath, and she was very 
much shocked at her own weakness in suffering it, but etill 
it was much in her to allow it to be done. 

That the conversation had taken plaee at night, when all 
the rest had retired, was evident to Marian when they met 
the nest morning from the very dark, severe looks of Mr 
Lyddell, from his wife's impatient angiy manner, and sharper, 
louder voice. Walter was almost absolutely silent, Caroline 
went through the forms ofbreakfost as if she was in a dream, 
Lionel frowned, fidgeted, and tried with all his might, poor 
boy, to scan the faces which were daily growing more obsoure 
to his vision; even Clara saw something was wrong, and 
glanced from one to the other in a puzzled, alarmed manner. 
When they left the dining-room, Marian heard Mrs. Lyddell 
say, " Caroline, I want you." She flew up to her own room, 
and hiding her face, as she knelt down, she entreated ear 
nestly that her poor Caroline might have steadfastness to go 
through this fearful trial. She waa interrupted by Clara, 
begging to know what was the matter, if anything was wrong 
about Sir. Faulkner ; she thought Lionel knew, but when she 
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asked Lini hd would do nothing but crow like a eoet. Marian 
would have been glad if she could hare made any equally 
oonTenient demonstration instead of an answer, hut she could 
oaily say that she had heard nothing of Mr. I'aulliuei-, and 
could not tell Clara anything ahout tho matter. 

" Do you know anything ? " said Clara. 

" I do know." 

"Ah! you are in all Caroline's eecrota now, and tkat is 
very odd j you who used to hate tke Fanlkners. Well, but 
are not you coming down ? " 

In spite of his cock-crowings, Lionel was very anxious, 
and when in the course of that long desultory forlorn morn- 
icg he was left alone with Marian, he earnestly asked her 
what she knew. " Nothing " was her answer. 

" if Caroline will but hold outl " he exclaimed, " that 
will be what I call beinggood for something I I hope mamma 
won't be desperately angry, for tliat I could stand less than 
aaything, it goes on so much longer with her than with 
jjapa." ' 

" She will be very much disappointed. how I wish I 
kaew what is happening I " 

It was a long time before any intelligence could he gained: 
Mrs. Lyddell was very much flushed, and looked ex- 
tremely displeased when she came down, hardly speaking to 
any one but Lionel, and glancing most sternly at Marian. 
Caroline did not come down at all, and when Marian was 
going up stairs after luncheon, Mrs, Lyddell said with ex- 
treme coldness, " Do not go to Caroline, if you please, I 
wisli her to be left quiet." 

Marian was in great consternation, since it was evident 
that Mrs. Lyddell perceived how her influence had been ex- 
erted, and was very much offended, indeed it was no wonder 
that she should be. Nothing but "very well" could be said 
BO she quietly prepared to go out. Lionel had his brother 
this afternoon and did not want her, so she had only Olai'a 
for her companion full of surmises and of exoitement. When 
she came in and wis on herwayto her room, Caroline opened 
her door. " Marian ! will you not come to me ? " cried she 
imploringly. 

Marian could not but comply, indeed she had no hesita- 
12 
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tion, for tiiio thouglit Mrs, Lyddcll's iujunction only applied 
to tlic time before she went out, 

" 0, cheer me up, comfort me, Marian ! " eaid Caroline, 
drawing her coueia's arm round her waist, " I do want it bo 

" You are going on bravely then ! " said Marian, caress- 
ing her. 

" Bravely ! " sighed Caroline ; " No, indeed, but I have 
held firmly bo fer I I conld not hut stand hy poor Wal- 
ter, you know, when he confronted it all for me I 1 coold 
not say much — I could only cry — but I took care they 
should not think I consented again." 

" And ia Mrs, Ljddell very much displeased ? " 

" 0, don't speak of it, Marian. I cannot beai- it." 

The door opened and Mrs. Lyddell entered, and the air 
of indignant surprise on seeing Marian called for an answer : 
" I beg your pardon, I thought you only meant me not to go 
to Caroline just after luncheon," said Marian. 

" I wish matters, such aa we have been discussing, to be 
confined entirely to our own famUy," replied Mrs. Lyddell, 
too angry not to say something, yet too much afraid of Ma- 
rian not to say it very oourteously. 

"Mamma ! " said Caroline eagerly, " only hear me. I 
asanre you that not one word did Marian ever say to me till 
I voluntarily went to her a week ago, because I was so very 
miserable I could hear it no longer." 

" I should have thought yonr mother the proper person 
to go to in such a case. Miss Arundel's sentiments had so 
long been visible, that you could have no doubt of the advice 
you would receive from her." 

" Mrs. Lyddell," said Marian, collecting herself, and 
speaking slowly, " I am very sorry I have appeared to act a 
part which I know must seem unjustifiable. I never spoke 
to — to Caroline" (the remembrance of Lionel prevented her 
from saying to any one) " of my opinion of this engagement, 
after it was formed, till slie came to me for advice, in her 
distress. I oould not speak agMnst my conecience, and I 
tried not to forget what was due to you. I only begged her 
to write to her brother as the fittest person to help her, aa 
being a clergyman. I beg your pardon for having acted 
against your wishes." So saying, Marian went put, surprised 
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and alarmed at fiiidmg terself in open oppositioa to Mrs. 
Lyddell, and bewildered as to how ate ought to haye acted. 
Hei- comfort was in looking forward to the refnge at Fern 
Torr, and aho smiled as she compared Mrs. Lyddel! with her 
other guardian's fatore wife. 

Mrs. Lyddell wished her at Pei-n Torr fully as much as 
she did. She had already become jealous of Lionel's prefer 
ence, and it was too galling to find the affection of her chil 
dren stolen from her hy that eold, pale, proud, unprepossesaing 
{rirl. Had the love heeu on the part of Elliot or Walter, 
ilrs. Lyddell would hardly have regretted it, considering 
Miss Arundel's large fortune and high connesions; but 
nothing was less prooable than this, and Marian's influence 
o¥er Caroline was at present, in Mrs. Lyddell's eyes, only a 
source of mischief. 

Lionel was alone in the drawiug-room, and met Marian 
eagerly inquiring " What news ? " 

" I have hardly seen her. Haj3 Walter told you nothing? " 

" No ; he thinks I don't know, and I was not going to let 
on that you told me. Is she steady ? " 

"Yea, so far." 

" That is right," said Lionel, thoughtfully, " I am very 
sorry for her, but I shall think the better of her ever after.'' 

" Have you been out with Walter ? " 

" Yes, we have had a very nice talk." 

Here Walter came down, and began to talk t-o Marian 
about schools and lending libraries. 

It was a strange state of things, with all those different 
pairs of confidential friends, BotS Marian and Walter were 
the stay and support of Caroline and Lionel ; yet, though act- 
ing in concert, and perfectly agreed, not saying a word in 
confidence to each other on either head. Neither did Wal- 
ter speak of Caroline to Lionel, nor Lionel, though much in- 
terested for her, sneak to her of his affiiira or her own. Clara 
indeed bestowed her communications on every one, but she . 
got nothing in return that was satisiactory. Marian was the 
central point with all except Walter, but the fulness of her 
heart was bestowed elsewhere. And, alas t none saw so lit- 
tle of those young hearts as the parents, who had never earned 
their confidence; so that when they turn to them, it was 
from duty, as to rulers, not as to counsellors and frieads. 
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Very sore was Marian's heart that niglit, when she felt il 
her duty to bid GaroliDe gooci night in Mrs. Lyddcll's hear- 
ing, in spite of the piteous, imploring glance turned upon her. 
Might not' her support make all 3ie difference now ? she 
thought. No ; shame on her for thinking that she could do 
more good tlian He to whose hands Caroline was trusted ! 
EoUy, to dream that her awkward, blundering words could be 
more help than the prayers she could pour out alone ! 

Yet all these consolations could not prevent poor Marian 
from being Tcry miserable, under the di-ead that Caroline 
thought her unkind, and felt herself deserted, after being in- 
volved in all this suiFeriiig. And 0, should she fail ! Wal- 
ter must go on Saturday, and then she would be left to fight 
her battle alone. 

On the Friday the whole house knew what was going on 
Mr. Lyddell himself bad a conversation with Caroline, but 
nothing of it transpired. It only was evident that she 
still contimied iu the same mind, and she looked more 
wretched than ever. Marian was anxions to show her affec- 
tion and sympathy in her manner, but her anxiety only made 
her cold, and dry, and awkward. Clai'a was excited and puz- 
zled, "Walter was hardly spoken to by father or mother ; and 
whenat breakfast on Saturday he spoke of his departure, the 
silence that he encountered seemed to express that he had 
much better not have come home at all. 

Marian felt fierce with indignation, and Lionel, perhaps 
by way of effusion of the same feeling, dashed his cliair away 
from the table, and eailed out, " Mind you come back again 
as soon as ever you can." 

But the dead silence that followed was more painful and 
marked than it had been before. 
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OHAPTEK XVII. 

" Tho floirots flo fiiao, and nmWn flsl.ls, 
To wayworfl wtnlet rcckontaE yields, 

Is (imcy's qiring, but Borroiv's fill." 

Tiiii Sunday after Walter's d^artaro was a very uncoinfoi't. 
alile and melancholy day. It was very sad to see pooi" 
Caroline looking wan and suffering, and turning now and 
then a wistful appealing glance at Marian, as if intreatjsg 
for the help whiolt must not be afforded to her ; and then at 
each meeting and parting, Marian was dissatisfied with her- 
self foi iaviog-lDeen rendered stiff and dry instead of tender 
and oonsoling, by the very wish to be affectionate, which pre- 
vented her from being at ease. She heard from Clara that 
Caroline's great desire was to be allowed to write to Mr. 
Faultoer on the subject before she saw him again, whilst he 
was still in London, and that it was this which her parents 
BO Strongly opposed, convinced that a meeting with him woidd 
renew all her feelings of attachment. Marian dreaded the 
same, for she oonld not think Caroline's resolution sufficient 
to hold out in sight of his affection, and of his prepossessing 
ijualitics, and at the same time, every day that the engagement 
continaed made it more difficult to breaJi it off. 

One comfort was, however, that Lionel's anxiety and in- 
terest in Caroline's affairs, were drawing his attention from 
his own trouble, and he was much less irritable and unhappy 
than before. Perhaps this might have been in part owing to 
his conversations with Walter, who could venture on giving 
him more lessons on the right principle of endurance than 
Marian had ever dared to put before him. She was more 
pleased than she had been for a long time, when as they wero 
walking together in the plantations, after evening service, 
he said with some abruptness and j'efc with some hesitation, 
" Marian, did'nt yon once read something with Gerald in the 
morning ? " 

" Yes," said Marian, sure of what the 

" Do yon do it still by yourself ? " 

" Yes." 
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" Then I wish . Woiild you mind reading to me ? " 

" The Psalms and Lessons 1 0, Lionel, I should be so 
glad ! Ooly oould you get up In time ? for I don't know 
wten to do it except before breakfast." 

" To be sure I could get up in time. I only lie in bed 
because there is nothing to do, and nobody to speat to." 

" Well then, will you meet me in the schoolroom at eight 
o'clock in the morning ? " 

"VerywelL" 

No more was said, but Lionel kept his appointment. It 
was, aa Marian guessed, a reoommendatiou of his brother's. 
Walter had asked him to get one of his sisters to read to 
him, and Lionel had made the request to Marian, as Lis real 
sbter, though he had never told Walter whether he meant to 
take his advice. 

The next Sanday, Marian, on coming down after di-essmg 
for dinner, wfts surprised to find Elliot standing by the fire. 
He just inclined his head, and moved his lips by way of 
greeting. 

" When did yon come home ? " said alio drily, 

" Half-an-hour ago." 

The amwer was brief and with no eEcouragcment to say 
more. She thought he looked dark and moody, and, taking 
up a book, was aOent. The next time the door opened, it 
was Lionel who entered. Ho frowned and gazed up, per- 
ceiving the figure but not able to make it out. " Ha, Lionel I 
How d'ye do V " said Elliot in a short, gruff, indifiFerent voice, 
without moving or .attempting to shake hands, without any 
token that he thought of Lionel's misfortune, 

Lionel's equally indifferent tone, " How d'ye do ? " was 
aign enough to Marian that he was hurt. He came smd sat 
by her, talked fast and low, and laughed several times in the 
constrained manner he used to put on by way of bravado ; 
Elliot all the time taking no notice. The others soon made 
their appearance. Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell had seen him 
before, and to his sisters hia greeting was much in the same 
style, hardly vouchsafing any recognition of Caroline at all. 

The cloud was thicker and darker than ever all dinner 
time, Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell tried in vain to talk, he an- 
swered them in a short snappish way which he was apt to 
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assume whenever his fatlier made any attempt to dieck hia 
extravagance. 

The ladies and Lionel were glad to get into tlie drawing- 
room, and leave tim and hia father to themselves. Tea 
came and they did not appear, ten o'clock straet, half-past, 
and they came not. The ladies were putting away their 
books, and thinking of wishing good night when suddenly 
the door was thrown open, and itt tramped Mr. Lyddell, rod 
with passion, while behind him came Elliot, with less of 
violence, but with a dark scowl of resentment on his downcast 
and always unpleasant face. 

" Caroline! " began Mr. Lyddell, in a voice of thunder, 
and great was the alarm of all, for her sake, as "she turned 
pale and trembled. " Caroline 1 You have my full consent 
to do as you please. You may break with Faulkner to- 
morrow, if you like I " 

Some discovery I thoiight Marian, transfixed with wonder 
and hope; Caroline sat stilt but for her trembling, hor face 
bent down, and her hands nervously clasped together. 

"Kow, sir," proceeded Mr, Lyddell, turning round on 
Elliot, " yon sea if I am the tyrant you would make me. 
You see jf I am going to force my daughter into a marriage 
against her wish — sacrifice my whole femily because I have 
an ill-conditioned seainp of a good-for-nothing son. You 
see." 

" I do see, sir," muttered Elliot ; " and you'll sec whether 
you like the consequences." 

Marian thought she had better be out of thia family 
scene, and had her hand on the door, but Mr. Lyddell called 
out " Stay here ! Marian I I don't care if all the world hoard 
me. He thinks he can threaten me into tyranny over hor 
inclinations, and I tell him she is as free as air I I vow . " 

" Mr. Lyddell ! do consider, do think," expostulated his 
wife / " I daresay Elliot was a litle too vehement a partisan 
for his friend ." 

" Briend 1 Pshaw ! He care for his friend 1 " said Mr. 
Lyddell scornfully, " 'Tis for himself he is a partizan, I 
tell you. Nothing else does he care a straw for. 'Tis for 
nothing but the saving of her fortune that he would have me 
perseeutc his sister into this marriage ! Ayo I he has the 
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faco to tell uic so ! and wliat more do yon tliiuk he comes 
and says to me ! AViiy ! that Lionel will be nothing but a 
burthea for ever! A pretty pass things are come to when 
Le speaks after that fashion of his own brother ! He caro 
for his friendj indeed ! " 

" No ono ever thought of compelling Caroline," pleaded 
Mrs. LyddoU. 

" But I t-ell you lie did," intci-rupted hev husband. " I 
told bim I was very sorry, but I coiild not help it ; if she 
would have her own way, I could not make her marry the 
man against her will, and he answers in his sneering way 
that it is all nonsense, he would be bound to make her give 
up in no time — any man could bring a girl to reason. As 
if I was to persecute my daughter to force her into what she 
tells me is against her conseienee. Better too mnch con- 
science than none at all, I tell you, Master Elliot." 

" We had better bring this scene to an end, sir," said 
Elliot sullenly, " We understand each other." 

So saying, he took up his candle and flnng out of the 
room. The girls were but too glad to escape, and Lionel 
followed them, leaving Mr. and Mrs. Lyddell to themselves, 

Caroline and Clara both were trembling like aspen leaves, 
each threw an arm round Marian's waist, and leant against 
her as soon as they were out of the room. She bad been 
startled and trembling before, but their fright seemed to 
give her firmness ; and it was well, for Caroline's knees shook 
so much, and she was so nervous that she could hardly have 
reached lior room without support. Clara began to exclaim, 
but Marian stopped her, made her fetch some camphor julep, 
helped Caroline to undress, and put her to bed. Caroline 
hardly spoke all the time, but as Marian bent over her to 
kiss her, and wish her good night, she whispered, " I may 
soon be able to have you again, dear Marian ! " 

Marian went to bed, wondering at all that had passed, 
indignant with Elliot, pleased with Mr. Lyddell, hopeful foi 
Caroline, and cheered by finding that she had not been 
thought unkind. 

She heard doors opened and shut, and the trampling of 
feet the next morning, and when Lionel met her in the school- 
room for their reading, he told her that he had been over- 
taken by I'Jlliot running down stairs at full speed, and had 
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only ju8t timo to clear out of his way. " And hark I is 
not there sometliing at the front door ? Look out, Marian." 

Marian looked from the window. " Yes ! It is his dog- 
cart. Can be be going away, Lionel ?" 

" Going off in a rage I " said Lionel, looking grave ; " I 
tUongbt there was misohief ia bis voice last night." 

" Yes, there is bis portmanteau," said Marian, in a tone 
of consternation ; for little as she liked Elliot, it was too 
sboDking to see a son thus leave his fatJier's roof, 

" It is a pretty piece of work," said LioneL " He has 
been coming it a little too strong for my father, it seems 1 
Well, poor Caroline will be let aloae, that is one good thing; 
but I am afraid he will go and get into some tremendous 
scrape, if it is only for the sake of spiting my father." 

" It is very dreadful I " said Marian aiglung. 

" I am very glad my father was so angry, though ! " said 
Lionel. " Wanting him to di-ive poor Caroline into it by un- 
kindness ! That was a little too bad ! " 

" Yes, indeed," swd Marian. " But I hero bo comes 
out of the door with his cigar. He is getting in ! There he 
goes ! 0, Lionel ! " 

They both were silent for some little time. Then Ma- 
rian took vp the prayer-book, and began the Psalm, and when 
she beard Lionel's voice join In the Doxology, a thrill came 
homo to her, making her feel that blindnes might yet be in- 
deed the blessing to him that faith taught her to know 
it must bo. How much better to be thus than like his 

When they met the others at breakfast, it proved that 
they alone Jaiew of the departure ; Mr. Lyddell interrogated 
Elliot's servant, and heard from him that he had orders to 
follow his master to Paris aa soon as he bad packed up bis 
goods. This was all that could be learnt, and all that Ma- 
rian could make out as to what had passed, was that he had 
been strongly averse to Caroline's engagement being broken 
off, that he had tried to induce his father to insist upon it, 
and to drive her to overcome her reluctance by what could be 
only understood as domestic persecution, and that in short 
he bad allowed his unfeeling selfiahneas to appear to such a 
degree, that it bad positively revolted his father, whose dis- 
pleasure bad long been excited by the estrav:igance that bad 
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been causing serious in n n d wli t tly while 

under the influence ofhiitodgt Idt how 

that ho would not he d min d i£ th est 

of the family to the est g wh h h h I 1 ly too 
freely supplied. 

Sir, Lyddell had given his consent while angry, and he 
could not retract it when he was cool. Caroline therefore 
might write her letter as soon as she pleased. She had 
nothing to dread from him ; indeed, as if out of opposition to 
Elliot, he was tinder to her than he had ever been before, 
called her " my dear " more than once, and observed on her 
pale looks. Her mother spoke little to her, and that little was 
cold and unkind, while she looked so vexed and unhappy that 
even Marian had some feeling for her, and what must it have 
been for her own daughter? However, all open opposition 
was withdrawn, and Caroline had only herself to struggle with. 
There was no reason why she should not once more seek com- 
fort from Marian, yet all that day she kept at a distance, and 
it was not till the nest evening mat she came into Marian's 
room, and sinking into a chair, murmured, " I hsive douo it. " 

"Written your letter?" 

" Sent it." 

" 0, 1 am so glad ! " 

"Ctlad!" 

" Yes, but you will bo glad when it is over." 

'■ ! " sighed Caroline, incredulously, " You know 
nothing about it, Marian." 

"Every one must be glad to have done right," said 
Marian, firraly. 

" what a week it has been I And I have sown dissen- 
sion in the family ! And no one can tell what may bo the 
consequenee with Elliot [ And he will he unhappy I ! 
Marian — I wish — I wish you had lot me go on my own way 
and be miserable alone," added she with a kind of anger. 

" It was your own doing," said Marian gently ; " you 
felt it to be right. Only worse misery could cope of your 
going on, for that would have been positive wrong ; now it 
must and wiU get better." 

" I don't know," sighed Caroline. '■ I never knew till 
now how much I cared for him I 0, Marian ! " and she 
burst into a hearty fit of crying. 
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Marian was perplexed, as slie always waa whaii any one 
criod, and stood without a word till Carolino had relieved 
terself hy tears, and begaa to speak again. It waa very 
sad and melancholy, and it was very difficult to find any- 
thing to answer ; Marian could see no consolation but that 
" it waa right," and that did not seem to have much effect 
on Caroline; while, added to the former trouble of re- 
nouncing the man who loved her, and of grieving her parents, 
there was the dread of what Elliot might do in his anger. 

However, the being able to pour everything out to so 
trac a friend was more of a comfort than anything that 
could have been said to her. She told Marian that she had 
gone through the conversations with her father and mother 
better than she could have thought possible. She could not 
desert poor Walter, that was one thing that helped her, she 
must stand by him, and papa was not half so angry as she 
expected. It seemed as if her strength bad grown with 
each occasion for it. The first effort of writing to Walter 
had cost her most of all, then the allowing bim to break the 
matter to her father bad been dreadful ; but after all, the 
conferences with her parents, singly and together, bad not 
been as bad as the fear of them, and Marian tried to per- 
suade her that it would be the same when she saw Mr. 
Faulkner, but poor Caroline sbook her bead, and said Marian 
knew nothing about it. And Marian was much of the same 
opinion, and held her peaee, but before the end of the con- 
versation she had the great pleasure of hearing Caroline say, 
" The thought of being able to have you again has been the 
one great help to me through all 1 " 

" [Two days after this, as Marian and Lionel were going 
out riding together, Marian exclaimed, " I do believe that 
is Mr. Faulkner I " 

" Where ? " 

" Siding on the Salisbury road," said Marian ; " I am 
sure it is his horse." 

" Don't let lis meet bim I can't we get out of the way? " 
said Lionel, " Aren't we somewhere near the thorny 
lane?" 

"No, but we might ride off on the I>owu, Only take 
caro, Lionel ; you had better keep close to me," said Marian, 
muoli more unwilling to meet Mr, Faulkner than to conduct 
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She watoted and guided Lis poaj up the bank and upon 
the Down, and on thoy trotted fast, for Marian was actuated 
by a very undigoifled fit of terror leat she should meet Mr. 
ifaulkuer, towards whom she felt positively guilty, nor did 
she wish to be seen fleeing from him. 

" We must be ont of sight of the road by this time, 
aren't we ? " said Lionel. 

" I don't know," Marian turned her head to see. At 
that moment Lionel's pony stepped into a hole, stumbled, 
and whoa she looked back agidn, there was Lionel on the 

f round. Her head swam wiUi fear, but the nest moment 
lionel was on bis feet and laughing. 

"Not liurt, Lionel ! are you sure?" 

" Not a bit I la that Sorrel ? " 

Sorrel was rushing off "with hia bridle loose, and Marian 
began to dread having Mr. Faulkner's assistance in catching 
him. " Stand still, Lionel I " she caUed, and then riding 
between Sorrel and the road, she managed to turn him to- 
wards a long hedge that crossed the Down, saw him stop to 
eat a tuft of grass, made a grasp at bis bridle, biit failed, 
whilu he dashed off across the Down, happily not towards the 
road. 

She called to Lionel, told him of her ill success, and beg- 
ged him not to move, while she again pursued the runawaj', 
and a long dance he led her, far out of sight of Lionel. 
Once she had considerable hopes, when she came in sight of 
a shepherd boy, who stood in amaze at the lady in chase of 
the runaway steed, then came up with a run to cut off its 
course, but so awkwardly that the pony was still more 
I, and galloped off in another direction faster than 
Poor Marian ! However after full half an hour, she 
succeeded in hunting him into a narrow place between two 
fleldSj ending in a gate, caught safely hold of the rein, kept 
it fast, and at length led Sorrel back in triumph to the spot 
where poor Lionel stood still patiently. She called out to 
him as soon as she earao near enough to make her voice 
heard, and he answered, and walked forward to meet the dark 
shapes, which were all that he could see. 

Marian feared that he would be very much mortified at 
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taiiDg been obligetl to I'emain thus helpless, while a girl was 
doing what he would have so much enjoyed, and she looked 
anxiously at his fa«e, alas I she could look there now without 
Ilia knowing it. It was disconsolate, hut the look was not 
hitter. She held Sorrel while he mounted, and she then 
apologized for having been so long, and said sho feared ho 
had thoiight she had forgotten hiin. He made not much re- 
ply, did not even ask how she had managed to catch the 
pouy. Marian conducted him safely into the road before 
she would speak again. He did, however, congratulate him- 
self on not haying been obliged to be beholden to Mr. Faulk- 
ner for catching the pony, as well as on Sorrel's not having 
gone home to tell the tale himself. 

" Tes. indeed, they would have been terribly frightened," 
said Manau. 

" Ay, and if they once knew of iny tuinblo, they would 
never let us go out riding again," 

" But, Lionel, wo must teJ!," said Marian. 

'■ Just like a girl ! " grumbled Lionel. " Then there's 
an end of all our rides, and all the comfort that I have in 
lifa." 

"I don't know," said Marian. "At any rate I can't 
ride with you, I should not think it right, unless Mr. 
Lyddell knew of this fall. It is my concern and not yours, 
for it was all through my carelessness." 

" You go on just as if you wore a child still," said 
Lionel, still cross, 

" Well, Lionel, I believe the only way is to inauago our- 
selves as if we were children still." 

" All very fine," was Lionel's surly answer, and they 
rode on, while Marian was very unhappy. She blamed her- 
self for having given way to a foolish fit of nervous hashful- 
ness, which had led to what might have been a serious acci- 
dent to her emeoial charge. It had further made a very 
unpleasant confession needful, and Lionel's vexation and ir- 
ritation seemed to have overcome all his late improvement. 
The thought of what poor Caroline was going through was 
enough to stifle everything else, and Marian wondered at 
herself, as for a sort of unkindness, in having boon so fully 
occupied as to have had no time for anxiety. 

Both had been very silent over since Lionel's reply," un- 
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til Marian asked Lim to strike Iiis repeater. It was lialf-past 
five, and tliey turned homewards, taking a bye road so as tc 
avoid meeting Mr. Faulkner, And now Lionel began to 
talk of Caroline, and wonder Low sbe had sped. He seemed 
to throw off Ills own piivate troubles as he talked of hers, 
and his fit of petultnoe was melting fast away. At last he 
made up his mind to mqune how she had caught Sorrel, and 
was positively interested m tlie narration, laughing at tho 
idea of the scrape they would have been in if Sorrel bad 
made bis way to the roid, and Mr. Faulkner bad caught 
him. 

He said no more about the confession, but it was evident 
that be bad eonqueved his annoyance sooner than be had ever 
done before. Marian had not theorized on the matter, but 
if she had she could not have judged bettei', for Lionel was 
far better dealt with by being bold and uncompromising. 
It was very strange to have this concern of their own so much 
on their minds when Caroline's fate was at its crisis, yet per- 
haps it was good for Marian to be thus occupied, since she 
was apt to STmep very much from anxiety, as persona of her 
calm and reserved demeanour often do. A sickening, 
throbbing, trembling feeling came over her, making her 
temples beat and her hands cold, as she came into the house, 
expecting to hear whether Caroline bad endured and been 
true to herself, and it was well she had not bad longer to suf- 
fer from it. 

No one was in the drawing-room, and she ran aa fast as 
her trembling kneea would allow to Caroline's room, 
knocked, received no answer, opened the door, and saw 
Caroline stretched out on her bed, in a state best described 
by tho French word aniantissement, for it was not fainting, 
but the sort of prostration consequent on the completion of 
an effort for which she had wound herself up. She was very 
pale, her eyes were shut, and lier breath came short. Ma- 
rian stood watching her in alarm, wondering whether to 
speak, and bow. At last Caroline looked up, held out her 
band, and drew Marian down on her tneea till her face was 
level with hers, then put her arm round her neck. 

" Dear Caroline ! " said Marian, though it was not easy 
to say anything, " you will bo happier now." 

A more caressing person would have been much more at 
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ease herself and given more comfort to Caroline, tliat must 
be confessed, but as ttere was no one else to be had, Marian 
was obliged to do her best, and this was to kiss Caroline 
timidly and say, " I am so glad yoo have done right." 

But Caroline only hid her face at the word glad, and 
murmuroil, " You never did him justice! You never 
did ! " 

" If it had not been for the want of that one thing ho 
would have been all right," said Marian. 

" 0, he is very noble 1 ho has such a mind ! suuh — such 
— 0, he loved me so much," and Caroline fell into a 
paroxysm of silent misery. Marian began to dread lest the 
parting had not been final, and though doubtful whether she 
ought to ask, could not help saying, " But h it over ? " 

" Yes, yes ; yon have your wish, Marian. It is done ! 
He is angry with me now ! It is over, and I am wretched 

" Not so wretched as if you had done wrong," said Ma- 
rian, Caroline did not turn away this time, and Marian 
gathered courage to say, " You have persevered, and now 
there will bo comfort. There will always be comfort in 
Imowing you have tried to do right. Walter will be sogkd, 
and so wfll Lionel." 

" Lionel," repeated Caroline. 

" Yes, he has been very ansioua about yoti." 

" Poor hoy I " sighed Caroline. " Well, Marian, there is 
one thing still to be done. Only one, and it is all that I 
shall live for. I shall devote myself to him, if I can but do 
anything to please him, and make him earo for me when yoa 
are gone. It will he my one object." 

" Yes," said Marian, " it will be very good for you both." 

They were interrupted by Clara, who came in, dressod 
for dinner, pitying Caroline, and telling Marian it was very 
late. Caroline sat up, but she had a violent nervous head- 
ache, and they both persuaded her to lie down again. 

Marian ran off to dress, and though the dinner-bell rang 
ia the midst of her hurried toilette, came hack to looli at 
Caroline, beg her to keep quiet, and promise to come up as 
soon as dinner was over. Aa she went down, tho other trouble 
of having to confess their adventure came over her, but she 
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was resolute, in spite of the want of favour with wliieli slie 
knew she was regarded. 

Want of favour, evident from the scrnpuloua formality 
with whieh she was treated ; for if she had been lilie a daugh- 
ter of the house, as she ought to have been, would they have 
waited dinner for her, and let her find them all looking un- 
comfortable and expectant in the drawing-room! They went 
into the dining-room ; there was a silent, formal dinner, no- 
tliing like a family party. As soon as the servants had left 
the room, Marian cjuailing secretly, not from fear of Mr. and 
Mi-s. Lyddell, but lest Lionel should lose bis rides, began, 
'■ I have a confession to make, Mr. Ljddell," and told the 
story of the accident, explaining how it was entirely caused 
by her carelessness, 

Esclamations and inquiries arose, and Mrs. Lyddoll eev- 
tified herself by several questions that Lionel had not been 
hurt, bat not one of tkem was addressed to Marian. It was 
as if this was only one among many injuries, too frequent 
for a reproach more or less to be needed. Mr. Lyddell did 
not take it half so much to heart, and no prohibition against 
future rides waa issued, for the truth was that no one liked 
to mortify Lionel. It was exactly one of the cases in which 
the whole danger is not conquered, because it melts at the 
very aspect of moral courage. 

It was not comfortable to have to walkaway to Caroline, 
knowing how much she had displeased Mrs. Lyddell ; but 
it must be done, and it was, at least, agreeable to leave these 
cold looks. She found Caroliue better, and able to tell her 
something of what had passed. At first Mr. Faulkner would 
not believe her to be in earnest, and had imagined this was 
a way of showing her displeasure at his long absence, or some 
trifling " lovers' quarrel ; " but when he found that she really 
meant what ske said, and her tears and stifled whispers alike 
announced her adherence tg what she had espressed in her 
letter, he became extremely angry, thought himself, {as in- 
deed he might with some justice} very ill-used, and ttough 
he had retained his gentlemanlike manner and language, had 
pretty plainly expressed that Miss Lyddell should have 
known her own mind. Poor Caroline wept bitterly, beseech- 
ing that they might not part in anger, but he disavowed all 
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irntatioD, and took a cold, courteous leave, which wounded liei 
more than all. 

Marian eould not easily sympatliise wittregrets for such 
a lover, but she liked to magnify the sacrifice in order to ad- 
mire it more, and greatly rejoiced in being able to give full 
admiration to one whom she had learnt to love BO heartily 
as Caroline. Such a triumph over natural timidity and 
feeblenesa of character was indeed a great and gallant 
thing, and Marian used to muse and wonder at it in her 
solitary hours. There waa still much to suffer externally as 
well as internally ; there was the return of letters and pres- 
ents, with all their associations ; there was the feeling of 
the pain and offence giveo to Lady Julia and her daughters ; 
there was the perception of the opinions of the world, and 
the certainty that all the gossips of the neighbourhood were 
busy with their conjectures ; there waa the continued anxiety 
about Elliot, and the marked vexatioa and displeasure of 
Mrs. Lyddell, who treated Caroline as one who had disap- 
pointed all her best hopes. . 

Under all this there was only Marian to sustain Caroline, 
and their friendship was an additional offence. Marian knew 
that Mrs. Lyddell regarded her as the head of a hostile 
pai'ty, and a sower of dissension in the family, by no means 
an agreeable footing on which to stand ; but the only way, 
was to appear completely unconscious, and behave as far as 
possible 1^ usual. She was grateful to them for making it 
no worse, and still more for not having objected to her con- 
tinuing her rides with Lionel, from whom, it may well bo 
believed, she scarcely ever took her eyes, from the time his 
foot was in the stirrup. 

Lionel was triumphant at the dismissal of " Julian tlie 
apostate," but he was disappointed to find that Caroline did 
not recover her spirits " now she had had her own way, and got 
rid of the man." He did not like to have her presence an- 
nounced by a sigh, aud to hear the subdued, dejected tone of 
her voice, and he used to wonder over it with Marian, who 
laughed at him for fancying it was such an easy matter to 

Eirt with a lover, yet agreed that it was hard to understand 
ow there could be love where there w£^ no esteem. Lionel 
used to consult her as to what was to be done to cheer Ms 
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Bister, since bis mother woald only make cverytliing wors(^ 
arid he could not bear her continued melancboly. 

" I do believe, Lionel," said Marian, " that you could do 
more for her than any body else, If you would but some- 
times let her do tilings for you, ask her to help you, as — as 
you ask me." 

Lionel would not take the suggestion aa she wished, '■ I 
thought you liked to help ma," said he, in a somewhat of- 
fended tone. 

" 0, don't II" cried Marian, eagerly ; " but so does every 
one, if you would only allow them." 

Lionel flourished the little switch in his hand till it made 
an ill-tempered "sieish!" and Mariaa knew that he thought 
her iingratefol for the esclusive preference with which ho 
honoured her. 

"She is your sister," she added. 

" Very well," said Lionel, crossly shaking off her arm, 
'■ I shall know what to be at, if you are tired of helping 

He could not see the tears in her eyes, and though sho 
was extremely grieved, her voice did not betray how strong 
iier feeling was. "Tired! Lionel, how can you think it? 
Bnt' would it not be better to learn to depend less on me 
against I go away i " 

" Ay, and glad enough you'll bo to go." 

'■ For all but your sake and poor Caroline's," said Marian. 
" Mrs. Lyddell does not like to have me here." 

" It would not be fair to want to keep you," said Lionel, 
« but ." 

'■ I should have much more comfort in going if I thought 
you and Caroline were helping each other," said Jilarian. 
" I know she wants to make you her first object." 

Lionel made no answer nor any change in his ways for 
some days, yet sometimes it seemed, as if when ho thought 
of it, he was more willing to allow Caroline to do him some 
of the small services which his fast increasing blindness 
rendered necessary, Caroline being more dexterous and 
neat-handed than Marian, did them well, and then Marian 
was vexed with herself for a few feelings like annoyance at 
not being equally necessary to Lionel, but she persevered, 
encouraged by seeing the comfort that each approach on hia 
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part seemed to give his sister. It was the hardest thing 
Marian had over had to do, to give up the being first with 
him, as she must cease to ho when the natural affection of 
the brother and siater was called into play. But it was 
right, and she would bear it. She thought it right as well 
as very pleasant to accept an invitation from the Wortleys 
to come and spend the Ohi'istmas holidays with them, joining 
her brother on fJie railroad, and meeting Edmund at Fern. 
Torr. The repose would be beyond everything delightful, 
and no less so, the being in a house where her presence was 
welcome to every member of the family. Besides, she 
longed to see and to talk to Agnes, and the more she thought 
of her promised visit the more she enjoyed it. 

Caroline and Lionel both wore very sorry to part with 
her, and jointly and separately lamented her going ; but 
Caroline blamed herself for selfishness in wishing to keep 
her, and perceived that it would be a good thing that her 
brother should begin to be weaned from his sole depondance 
upon her, while Lionel seemed half afraid to trust her to 
depart, lest she should never return, and insisted on half a 
doaen promises that she would corns back at the end of 
Gerald's liolidays. 



CHAPTEU XVHL 



A DIVISION of a first-class carriage, occupied only by Gerald, 
received Marian at the station, and first she had to be shown 
the hat, cloak, and umbrella with which he had constructed 
an effigy, which, as he firmly believed, had frightened away 
all who had thought of taking a seat in it. 

" Thinking you a mad monkey, and that your keeper," 
said Marian, looking proudly at the handsome face and 
dancing black eyes of her beautiful brother. '■ Why ! liow 
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you arc grown, Gerald ! Do st.and up, and lot mo see if you 
are not taller than I am." 

" Mo, not quite so tall, unless it is jour Ijonnet," said 
Gerald, after craning up his neck in vaiu. 

" At any rate, yoa are taller tlian Jjionel, He only 
comes up to my ear," said Marian, 

" Poor Lionel ! How are his eyes? " 

" Gterald, it is very sad. He has very little sight ieft. 
1 heiieve he finds his way about quite by feeling now. It 
has grown worse so miieh faster in these last three weeks." 

" Poor fellow ! What can he do all day t " 

A long description followed, and then Gerald wanted to 
bear all about Caroline, and what Marian thought fit to tell 
bim, together with his comments, lasted till, in spite of bia 
effigy, a lady made aa entrance, and for some time Gerald 
was reduced to silence, and as he sat on the same side, to 
making horrible sidelong scowls at her, out of her sight, 
which sorely tried his sister's propriety of countenance. 

The tongues of two such happy people could not long, 
however, continue tied, and presently Gerald rattled off into 
a history of his sporting adventures in Scotland, as if he 
would detail every shot. The narration was endless, and 
very tiresome it would have been to any woman but a sister, 
and a sister who had so icucb of the hunter spirit in her as 
Marian ; but she listened and sympathised with all her 
heart and soul, and understood why such a shot was a good 
oue, and why such another failed, and was absorbed in the 
interest of the attempt to recover a wounded bird when the 
retriever was stupid, long after the intruder had made her 
exit, and they might have returned to matters touching her 
more closely, though regarded by Gerald as hardly equal in 
importance to roe deer, salmon, and grouse. 

They were on Devonshire ground before they ever began 
to rejoice over Edmund's engagement, and from thence to 
talk of Edmund himself. Gerald pronounced many an 
eulogium on him, in which praises of his escellence as a 
fisherman and sportsman were strangely mixed with a real 
genuine appreciation of his goodness and superiority. 

" 'Tis a capital thing that he is come home to stay," said 
Gerald, heartily. 

'■ Isn't it ? " 
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'■ I like him speoiallj," said G-erald. '■ Do you know ho 
showed mo some of my father's letters." 

"Did he indeed?" 

" That lie did. It was before I was horn, wlicn he 
thought he was going to have Fei-n Tore and all, he had 
rather an idle fit, and these were what papa wrote to him." 

" Was Edmund ever idle ? " exclaimed Marian, falling 
into a reverie of wonder whether this did not make it more 
hopeful for Gerald. 

" I am very glad he has got this money," proceeded Ger- 
ald. " I only wish it was more. One letter he showed mn 
that was best of ail. It was from my father when I was 
born. You can't think what a nice letter it was. There 
was aomething about its being a disappointment to him — to 
Edmund, I mean, but how papa cared for him as much aa 
ever, and thought after all it might he better for him in the 
end. And then, Marian, papa said he could hardly expeot 
to live till I was grown up, and he asked Edmund to be my 
god-father, and said he trusted to him to be like an elder 
brother to us." 

" That he is I " murmured Marian. 

" Edmund said he wished me to read it that I might not 
think him iuterfering." 

" You never could have thought so ! " 

" I don't know. I could not have stood it from some 
people, but I could see the sense of what Edmund said." 

Without entering into particulars, Gerald was now all 
freedom aud openness, casting quite away the restraint that 
had so long grieved his sister. How happy she was ! 

Mr. Wortley himself met tliem at Exeter, and in spite 
of the early darkness of the winter day, Charles and James 
met them at the foot of Blaekstone hill, and Edmnnd aad 
Agnea were a little further on. 

What a happy giepting it wiS ' Marian and Gerald 
would jump out and wilk home with them, the boys ran and 
called in the dark, the stars came out overhead, the tall 
hedges kept out all the glimmering light, splashes alone 
made them aware of the puddles , but on the happy party 
tramped, all talking 'm unmitigated flow of merry nonsense, 
laughing and enjoying it, all the more the darker and stran- 
ger it gi-ew, and meizKi thm til, whon they got home, at 
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Mrs. Wortley's diismay at their Laving dragged Marian a 
mile and a iialf, in tho dark and dirt, after her long journey. 
" Pretty guardians to have the eare of her ! " 

All the evening again there was nothing hut fun and joy- 
ousness, fun of the hrightest, happiest kind, positively wild 
in tho three \ioys, and Edmund not much lesa so, the girls 
weary with laughing, and contributing their share to the 
sport. A person must have lived like Marian, pent up by 
formalities and tke certainty of being disliked, to know what 
was the enjoyment of the perfect liberty and absence from 
constraint, the thorough homedike feeling of every one lov- 
ing and understanding each other, which existed at Fern 
Ton-, How delightiid it was to have no Leai-t achings for 
Gerald, to see Edmund just like his old self, and the dear 
Agnes, so very lovely and bright I so very unlike her only 
former experience of betrothed lovers. It was no small hap- 
piness to the Fern Toi-r party to liave one so prized and 
loved as Marian to rejoice with them, indeed, all this evening 
every one was too joyous to dwell on any of the causes of 
their felicity, it was nothing but high spirits, and um'cflcc- 
tive mirth. 

When they had bidden each other good night, and were 
gone up stairs, there was more of gravity and thought. Ma- 
rian and Agnes could have sat up talking half the night, if 
Mrs. Wortley would have allowed them, but she said Marian 
must have time to rest, and ruthlessly condemned her to bed. 

Never did Marian spend so happy a Christmas. There 
was plenty of depth and earnestness in her tete-u-tUes with 
Agnea, when they talked over the wonders that had happened 
to them both, and always ended by returning to recollections 
of happy old days before Marian left Eem Torr, when Ed- 
mund had been the prime mover of every delightful adven- 
ture. Marian was as good as a sister to each of the lovers, 
so heartily did she help each one to admire the other. Or 
when thoy were " lovering," as the boys chose to call their 
interminable wanderings in the- manor gardens, Marian 
used to be extremely happy with Mrs. "Wortley, talking over 
the history of the engagement, and settling how and when 
tlie love began. Mr. Wortley suggested that tho first attrac- 
tion had been Agnes' unmitigated horror of the Lyddella, 
which lie declared had won Mr. Arundel's heait, though ho 
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never owned how much he participated in it. It needs not 
to he stated how Edmund's nohle behaviour was appreciated, 
more especially after the new lights which Marian was able 
to throw upon it. 

Then came the discussion of the plans for the house 
which Edmund was to huHd, on a farm, which had come into 
the market at the very nick of time, just on the other side of 
the hill, and in !Fetn Torr parish. Marian and Gerald were 
taken the first day to look and adviae vihether the new house 
should be on the old site, or under the shelter of a great old 
slate quarry, crested with a wood, a beautiful view spread 
before it, and capacities for making the loveliest jjarden that 

Edmund sketched house and garden in every possible 
point of view, each prettier than the other, and all the young 
gave their voices eagerly for the quarry, while the old pro- 
tested on the dif&culty of getting so far up the hill, and sug- 
gested damp. But the young carried the day, and the plana 
were drawn and debated on a dozen times in twenty*four 
hours, always including the prettiest of little sitting-rooms 
for Marian, with a window opening into the garden, and a 
door into the drawing-room, and then came letters to archi- 
tects and calculations with buildera, and reckonings that the 
house should be habitable by nest September, and Mr, 
Wortley laughing at their credulity for expecting it. 

Marian was surprised to find how far away and secondary 
seemed the thoughts that had of late engrossed her entirely. 
She wondered to discover how little her mind had been oc- 
cupied with Caroline and Lionel, fond as she was of them 
and very anxious about them- This was so very different a 
world 1 and she felt so much more as if she belonged to it. 
She obtained from Agnes some admiration for Caroline's 
conduct, though in somewhat of the " better late than never' 
style, and at the price of warm abuse of the parents, in 
which Marian was not indisposed to join. 

Caroline wrote nearly every day, saying that she missed 
Marian dreadfully, and that her letters were the only com- 
fort she had; she would not wish her back again, for that 
would be selfish, but it would he a joyful day when she re- 
turned. These constant letters, which Marian always kept 
to herself, ratJier surprised the Wortleys, but Edmund conld 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



233 Tiiii; TWO cdahdians. 

better guess at her position. " Depend upon it," ]ic said to 
Agnes, " it ia she who has saved Miss Lyddell." 

"0, Ednmncl! do ^ou think so? I wanted to have 
thought so, hut she says it was the brother." 

" He tookthestepawhich would not have become Marian, 
but Walter Lyddell oonid never have moved wifckout his sis- 
ter, and where could she have found the principle but in 
Marian f I see now that her perseverance in right is begia- 
ning to tell on those aiound her, m ■jpite of all untoward oir- 



" I don't know aaything like M u-ian ! " ■laid Agnes, 
" How very fine her countenance ii\" 

" That steadfast brow ind lip " 

" I saw her yesterday standing 
looking out oa the view, and she w 
Fortitude." 

" Yes, Marian is a grand eieature," said Edmund , " ho 
strong and firm, yet with such fcminme, retiring stiongtli. 
There are still prejndi(,es and little roughnesses, but I doubt 
whether they have not been her safeguard, outworks to secure 
the building, and I think they are disappearing with the oc- 
casion." 

," Ak ! papa and mamma think lier vei-y much softened 
down." 

" She has had a very hard part to act, and lier shyness 
and rigidity have been great helps to her, but I am glad to 
see them wearing away, and especially pleasant it is to see 
her expand and show her true self here." 

" And to know she may soon be free of them all for 
ever ! " said Agnes. 

The time when Marian was to be free of tbera for ever, 
as Agnes said, wa« to be the nest summer, Edmund and 
Agnes were to be married in July, Marian would then come 
to Fern Torr, and comfort Mrs. Wortley for losing her 
daughter, till the holidays began, when Edmund and Agnes 
would return, and some undefined scheme of delight was to 
be settled on for Gerald's holidays, until the house should 
be ready. Gerald was in the meantime very agreeable and 
satisfactory on the whole. He was too busy drawing varie- 
ties of stables for Edmund, to talk about kia own, and mar- 
vellous were the portraits of the inhabitants with which he 
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would decorate Edmund's elevations, whenever lie found tlieni 
straying about the room. Very misohievous indeed was the 
young gentleman, and Marian considered him to have been 
1 gieit deal too bad " when on a neat, finished plan, just 
prepaied to be sent to the builder, she found unmistateable 
likene'iaes of the whole Wortley family, herself and Gerald, 
aasemhled round a great bowl of punch, large enough to 
drown them all, drinting to the health of Edmund and Ag- 
nes, who were riding in at the gate, pillion fashion, supposed 
to be returning after the honey moon, which in one conier 
ot the picture was represented in a most waning state, but 
the man in the moon scjuinting down at them with a peculi- 
arly benignant expression of coiintenanoe. 

Marian was very angry, but Edmund and Agnes would 
do nothing hut laugh, though the whole plan had to bo 
drawn over again, and Edmund was tept at work with ruler, 
scale, and compasses the whole evening, Marian scolding 
Gerald all the time, and Edmund too, for spoiling hiia, think- 
ing her cousin the most heroically good natured and good 
tempered man in the world to bear with such an idle mon- 
key, and iaugh at the waste of time and ti'ouble ; and get- 
ting at la^t a glimmering perception that these trzeka, thus 
met, were the greatest proof of good understanding and 
friendship. It ended in G-erald's inking iu the plan, of his 
own feee will, and very neatly, and getting up at six, the 
next morning, to ride to Exeter, in the dark cold misty De- 
cember twilight, to take it to the builder, that rio time might 
fee lost; indeed, as he boasted, it was there a quarter of an 
hour before it would have come by post, as it would have 
done had it gone yesterday. 

Gerald's studios were cot extensive, but Edmund, by 
eqme magic secret, unknown to Marian, made him read his- 
tory to himself for a short space every morning. The sport- 
ing paper had disappeared, and nothing was heard of Elliot 
or of Queen Poinare, whUe though he couid not yet go the 
length of talking to the poor people himself, he stood by very 
sivilly while Edmund talked to them. 

The first ten days of Marian's stay had thus passed, when 
Caroline one day mentioned in her letter that mamma had 
a regularly had inftnenza cold, and was (juite laid up It was 
aggravated, Caroline said, by the dietress they wore all in 
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about Elliot. " But jou will hear enough of this when j-oa 
come bade," wrote she, " so I will not grieve yon with it 
now ; though it is an additional load upon my mind — an ad- 
ditional offence, I fear, in poor mamma's eyes, sinee all this 
would not have come to light had I persisted. But you must 
not think I am repenting, for I never was further from re- 
gretting what I have done. The different spirit in which I 
could come to this Christmas feast, is a blessing to be pur- 
cliased at any price, even at such wretcheineas as it has becB 
this autumn; and most earnestly do I thank you, dearest Ma- 
rian. I can thank you hy letter, though we never can speak 
of such things. Yes, I thank you. I regret nothing but my 
previous folly and weakness, and bitterly do I suffer for 
them ; though all is better now, and Christmas has brought 
mc peace and calm. It is as if the storm was lulled at laat, 
and nothing left but dreariness, and the longing to be at rest. 
How bright the world was before me not a year ago ! and now 
how worn out it seems, — only three comforts left in it, you, 
and Waiter, and poor Lionel. For Lionel is a comfort; he 
is very kind and considerate, and, I do believe, softens mam- 
ma towards me. I suppose it is best for us that our hearts 
should have no home but one above ; and if I was sure it 
was not disgust and disappoiatment, I should hope I was 
seeking one there ; for I know the only feeling of rest and 
refreshment is in turning thither, and surely that must come 
from the Father, Who is ready to receive me. But I must 
leave off, for mamma is too unwell to be long left. 
" Your most affectionate 

" CiBOLtNE Lyddell." 

After this, the letters, hitherto constant, ceased entirely, 
and Marian grew very uneasy. Her mother had died m 
influenza, so that the name gave her a fatal impressioa ; and 
she dreaded to hear that Mrs. Lyddell was very ill, or that 
Caroline was ill herself. Another week, and at length she 
heard from Clara, in answer to a letter of inquiry, and to fis 
the day of her return. 



" My Dear M 
tell you, with her love, that she has this horrid influenza, a 
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haa been m bed since Monday. She is very feverish, and 
her throat so sore tliat she can hardly speak or swallow. 
Sarah Bat Dp with her last night, and I think she is a little 
better this morning. Mamma is better, but only gets up for 
a little while in the evening, and cannot leave her room. I 
wish you were at home, for I don't know what to do; I am 
running backwards and forwards between the two rooms all 
day, and poor Lionel is bo forlorn and solitary down stairs, 
with only papa. There ! — that great blot was a tear, for I 
am so worn out with fatigue and nursing, that I am almost 
overcome. This winter I was to have come out, — how very 
different ! I forgot to tell you, after all, that the carriage 
shall meet you, as yoa mention, on the 15th. I wish it was 
directly ; they will be all well by the time you come. But 
it is so very forlorn, and I am so nervous ; so excuse this 
scrawl. 



As soon as Marian read this letter, she gave it to Ed 
mund, saying, " I think I had better go home." 

" 0, Marian, yon must not cheat us ! " cried Agues. 

" I thinlc they would be very glad of you," said Edmund , 
and withal Marian's mind was made np, and she witlistood 
all the persuasions of Gerald and Agnes that it was nothing 
— nonsense — only Clara's disraaljty — they would laugh at 
her for coming for nothing. No; Marian knew she was no 
nurse, but she could not bear to think of Lionel left to his 
blindness and helplessness, still less of Caroline, ill, and with 
no one to cheerhor. SJio was sure she was wanted by those 
two at least, and she resolved that she would be at Oakwor- 
thy to-morrow evening , wrote notice of her intention to 
Ciara, and prepared for her journey, giving up that precious 
last week, so prized because it was 3ie last.' She could go 
alone with her maid ; there was no use in spoiling Gerald'H 
holidays ; so he would stay for all the delights that Bbe gave 
up, ruining all by her absence, as every one declared. 

Agnes grumbled and acoJded her to her face, but made 
up for it out of hearing, by admiring her more than ever, 
Mr. and Mrs. "Wortley gave her silent approval, and the boys 
would not wish her a pleiisaiit journey. She was ready early 
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tliG next momiDg, and once more left I'oru Torr, bright with 
the promise that, when she was there. nest, it would bo no 
more a guest. 

She prosperously arrived at the station nearest Oakwor- 
thy, and soon saw the servant waiting for her. " Is Miss 
Lyddell better ? " 

" A little better than last night, ma'am. Mr. Lionel is 
in the, carriage." 

Marian had not at all espeeted any one to meet her, es- 
pecially Lionel, coming all this distance in silence and dark- 
ness. She hastened to the carriage, and Baw him leaning 
forward, listening for her. His face lighted up at her, 
" Well, Lionel," and he fairly hart her, by the tightness of 
hia grasp, when once he had met her hand. " So, you're 
come 1 What a time it has been sinea yow went ! Now you 
are come, I don't care." 

" And how are you ? " she asked anxiously. 

" Bad enough to be going back to the oculist next week," 
he answered ; " I can't even see the light." 

A long silence ; then, " How is Caroline ? " 

" Pretty much the same ; it is a lad, feverish cold, and 
shocking lliroat. She breathes as if she was half stifled, 
aad can hardly speak," 

" I suppose she has Mr. Wells ? " 

" Yes, two or three times a day." 

" And Mrs. Lyddell is better? " 

" Better, but not out of her room. It has been a toler- 
able state of things of late. Not a creature to speak to, 
except, now and then, Clara coming down to maunder and 
sigh over all she has to do, and my father, who has been 
thoroughly in a rage about Elliot. Do you know about all 
that, Marian? " 

" No," she,answerod. 

" It is out now, why he was so set upon Caroline's mar- 
riage. He had got Faulkner to back a bill for him ; you 
don't know what that moans, I suppose," said Lionel, with 
his old superior manner ; — " made him engage that the money 
Elliot borrowed should be paid. There was to bo somo 
shuffle between them about her fortune it seems; so after 
the engagement was off, when the biil became due, Faulkner 
sent the holder of it to my father for the money add the 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



THE TWO GUAEDIANS. 293 

news of tliis set on all tlie other creditors. No end of bills 
coming in, and lie has been pretty nearly crazy among them ; 
Bays we shall be beggars, and I don't know what all 1 I 
vow, it is my old plan coming right 1 " ct-ied Lionel vehe- 
mently. " If the man in London can but set my eyes to 
rights, I'd be off to AHStralia to-morrow, instead of staying 
hove to mate all worse. Well, it's no use thinking of it : 
if ever I make my fortune now, it will be with a dog in a 
string, and a hat in his mouth." 

" But go on, Lionel ; are the debts so very bad ? " 

" I believe they are indeed, and no one knows the worst 
of them yet. No wonder Elliot was off to Paris in such a 
huny, like a coward as he is, no one knows how he is ever 
to come back ! And worst of all is to have mamma going 
about saying 'tis Caroline's fault ! Hadn't I rather come 
to the hat and dog in good earnest than to see her marry 
that man? AVhy, Marian, he is actually engaged to Miss 
Dashwood I What do you say to that ? To the Radical 
Dashwood's daughter that behaved so EhamefuUy to papa 1 " 

"The daughter?" 

" No, the man. Fit company for the apostate, isn't it I 
He had better have begun with her. Fine love his raus* 
have been. Only sis weeks. Should not tiiat cure Can- 
line ? " 

" Has she heard it ? " 

" No, we have only known it since she was ill, and Clai'* 
thought she had better not tell her." 

" Very right of Clara," said Marian; "but I think she 
will be glad, when she is well enough to be told." 

Fast and eagerly did Marian and Lionel talk all the way, 
sometimes gravely and sorrowfully abont Elliot and Caro- 
line, sometimes cheerfully about Fern Torr, Edmund, and 
Gerald, of whom Lionel wanted much to hear. He clapped 
his hands, and danced himself up and down with ecstaoy at 
the history of Gerald's embellishments of the plans, vowed 
that Gerald was a Trojan, and that it wiw as good as Beauty 
and the Beast, and seemed to bo enjoying a perfect holiday 
in having some ono to speak to again. "But," he said, 
"what a horrid bore it must have been to you to coma 
away ! " 

" I thought I might bo some help to Clara." 
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"Did she mate you think Caro 
Wella says it is only a very bad cold. 



ine so very ill ^ Mr 
But I am veiy glad 

Clara met Marian in the hall " Mariin, I am ghd 
you are come, but I am eorry yo« came home m such a 
hurry. Mamma says there waa no occasion, and that I need 
not have frightened you, for it is only a bid atficL of mflu 

" Then I hope Caroline is better." 

" Yes, rather, and she will be so glad to see you. Come 
to her at once, won't you? ihe heard the carriage, and ia 
watching for you." 

Mariaa hastily followed Clara to Caroline's room. In a 
iov! seconds both Caroline's arms were thrown round her 
neck, and a burning feverish face pressed to hers, then as 
she r^sed herself again, one of her hands was still held iast, 
and Caroline lay looking up to her with an expression of 
relief and comfort. " Thanlc you," she murmured, in a 
hoarse low painful whisper, the sound of wMoh gave an im- 
pression of dismay to Marian. Caroline was far worse than 
she had been prepared to see her. That loud, oppressed, 
gasping breathing, the burning fever of hands and cheek, the 
parched lipa, — this was fei mi e thin ordinary influenza. 
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Mai-ian stood 
then, until she 
when she was about to 1 
up again ansionsly and 

''Yes, I'll come in 
just take off my bonn t 
I may." 

" 0, yes, she ia up 
Clara, and Mariau was p 
door. 

She found her sitting by the fire 
her dressing-gown and shawl, and w^ surprised at the first 
sight of her too, for that very weakening complaint, the in- 
fluenza, had made a great change in her, perhaps assisted by 
all that she had gone throngh during the last summer and 
autumn, beginning with the painting with John, the grief and 
anxiety for Lionel, the disappointment and warfare with 
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Caroline, and worse tlian all, the discoveries respecting Ler 
eldest and favourite son. She looked a dozen yeai-a older, 
all the clearness of her ooiuplexion was gone, and tlio colour- 
ing that remaned, as if ingrained, was worse than palom 
her hand shook with weakness, and the only trace of 
prompt, decided activity was in the nervous agitation of hei 
movements, and the qaerulous sharpness of her tones, as if 
her weakness was irritating to her, 

" Marian, how are yoa? 1 am sony you have cut short 
your visit to come back to a sick house, I am afrwd Clara 
has been alarming you needlessly." 

" I am very sorry to find you so unwell," said IMai'iaii ; 
" I thought Clara would want gome help," 

"Thank you, it waa very kind," said Mrs. Lyddell, 
rather sharply, as if her thanks were only for form's sake. 
" Have you seen Caroline ? " 

" Yes, and I am afraid she is very ill. Such a terrible 
oppression on her breath." 

" Ah ! so Clara says. Mr. Wells has been applying 
mustard poultices." 

" Have YOU had no farther advice ? " said Mariaa. 

" No. He managed me very well ; he is perfectly com 
petent to attend an influenza such as this — a very simple 

Mrs. Lyddeli was evidently under the unreasonable in- 
fatuation that so many people are subject to, who will go on 
ti-usting their favourite apothecary, in spite of proofs timt he 
is not to be trusted ; but Marian, in her short life, had lieard 
a good deal of doctors, and whether reasonably or not, had 
imbibed a distrust of country practitioners, which Lionel's 
misfortune had not tended to remove in Mr, Wella' case. In- 
deed, she had a particular dislike to the man, with his soft 
manner, love of set spcDches and fine words, and resolution 
not to own that anything was the matter. I'liere were stories 
abroad in the neighbourhood of his treating cases wrongly 
because he would not own they were beyond his skill. 

" Mrs. Lyddeil," said she, voiy earnestly, " I do believe 
that Caroline is very ill. I think her throat is in a very 
alarming state, and I should not be at all satisfied to go on 
with no farther advice." 

Mrs. Lyddeli made some answer about girls being easily 
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frighteHed, and Marian went baci to Caroline, very unhappy 
and ansious, dad trying to find comfort by telling herself 
that the care does not depend alone on the physician. 

However, the words she. had spoken were not without 
effect. Mrs. Lyddell's answer had been prompted by her 
first impulse of dislike and opposition, aa if Marian was 
taking still further iipoa her ; but she became veiy anxious 
when left alone. She thought that Marian's fresh eye might 
be better able to judge of the degree of Caroline's illness ; 
she remembered how she had reproached herself aboat Lionel , 
and at last worked herself into such a state of alarm and 
anxiety, that though she had not yet walked further than to 
the window, she rose, left her room, and presentlywas by her 
danghter's bed-side. 

There needed no more to eonrinoe her that Caroline was 
excessively ill, and quick and prompt as ever, her first 
meaauve was to sead Clara for her faUier, and hold a con- 
sultation with him outside the door; a message was des- 
patched to hasten Mr. Wells, and the result was that a 
physician was sent for. Marian, who had all this time been 
watching the severe suffering, naable to do the least thing to 
alleviate it, was almost as glad as if she had been told of 
Caroline's certain recovery. She had again to tell herself 
not to put her trust in physieians. 



OHAPTEE XIX 



Caeolinb oontiniied very ill all the eveniag, hardly able to 
to look up, and every attempt to speak or swallow causing 
her great pain, • Her mother would not leave her agam, and 
sat watching her, and she smiled, and gave a pleased look of 
surprise at her Hndness, which she had so long missed ; but 
her chief comfort seemed to be in Haitian's presence. She 
followed her about the room with her eyes, and was uneasy 
whenever she fancied that sho was going out of the room. 
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Slie was not told tliat the physician was coming till he 
was actually in the house, and then aho gave Marian a quick, 
sharp look of alarmed inquiry ; but Marian was not able to 
answer, as she had to leave lier to his visit. When it was 
over, and Marian returned, while Mrs. Lyddell went to hear 
his opinion, Caroline was striving hard to speak. Marian 
bent over her, and at last heard one word gasped out — 
" Walter." 

" Yes, I will tell Mr. Lyddell ; he shall be sent for, 
dearest," said Marian; and Caroline seemed satisfied. 

It was long before Marian had an opportauity of heariag 
what the physician's opinion had been, and there was little 
comfort in it. It was a very severe case of inflammation in 
the windpipe, and the only hope of subduing it was in in- 
stant recourse to strong remedies. How badly it was thoaght 
of she saw plainly enough, without words, in Mr. Lyddell's 
restless, hasty manner, and in the exertions which Mrs. 
Lyddell was allowed to make, at a time when she ought to 
have been in her bed. The worst sign of all was, it seemed 
to her, that as soon as she mentioned Caroline's wish to see 
Walter, Mr. Lyddell took measures for sending a letter at 
once by, the railroad, instead of waiting for the post, which 
would have made a delay of two days. 

Lionel sat meanwhile, by himself in the drawing room, or 
was found wandering on the stairs, anxiously listening 
Marian came on him once, and had esel^mcd at finding him 
in the dark, before she remembered that it made no difference 
to biw. She was in haste to fetch something for Caroline 
and could do nothing for him but say the sad words, " No 
better." 

AU night Mrs. Lyddell and Marian stayed with Caro- 
line ; the one because she oould not bear to go, tho other be- 
cause she could not be spared. Mrs. Lyddell would not 
acknowledge the extent of the danger to herself, far less allow 
any hint of it to come to Carolme ; and for this Marion was 
sorry, though she was sure that Caroline was conscious of it 
herself; but with Mrs. Lyddell always present, it was impos- 
sible to I'ead any of the things that would have been the only 
support at such a time. Poor Caroline eould not speak to 
ftsk for them, and as if her mother feared they would bring 
13" 
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death, she seemed to be watching Marian jealously to prevent 
the least approach to them. 

It was a terrihle night ; the applications aid nothing hut 
cause suffering, instead of removing the disorder, — the op- 
painful; the two watchers hardly dared to meet each other's 
eyes, and Caroline was in too mach pain, too oppressed and 
ovei-whelmed, to give any token how far the mind and 
thought was awake within her. Such another day succeeded, 
every hour extinguishing some faint hope, and bringing the 
dread certainty more fully upon them. There was IttUe or 
nothing to he done : they could only wateh the sufferer, 
and try to glean her wishes from her looks ; but these usually 
expressed more of pain than aught else, and no one could 
tell whether the ear and thought were free. One, at 
least, who Bat beside her prayed fervently, and trusted in 
hope and love; holding fast by the certainty that Caroline 
had embraced the good part, and given up tie allurements of 
the world, in health, for the sake of the treasure to which she 
was hastening. That last letter of her'a was surely a proof 
that she was ready ; and who could wish to detain that worn, 
harassed spirit from the repose where earthly cares shall " cease 
from ■troubling, and whei-e the weary are at rrat ? " Yet 
how Marian loved and clung to her, and felt as if she could 
never bear to part, and lose the affection that had been so 
long kept offhy her own repulsive demeanour, but that was so 
ardent and unreserved! How gi-ievous to think of the 
blooming, life-like creature that she was so lately, now so 
suddenly cut down 1 

Hour after hour went by, bringing no change for the 
better. Day had faded into twilight, and twili^t became 
night. Midnight had come, and Marian was stil! sitting, as 
she had done for more than an hour, holding up the faint head ; 
for Caroline oould no longer breathe in a recnmbent posture, 
and satpartlysupportedonpillows, partly resting on Marian's 
shoulder. Her eyes were shut, and she seemed unconscious ; 
it might be that she slept, bnt the features were fall of suf- 
fering, and Marian could feel each of her breaths, gasping 
and convulsive. Her mother hung over her, feeling her 
pulao, sometimes sitting, sometimes standing, or walking to 
the foot of the bed to speak to Mr. Lyddell, or to the apoth- 
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ocMy, in tliQ restless miseiy of despair. Mr. Lyddell came in 
and out, nnablo to bear the sight, yet unable to stay away, 
Clara had been too inach overeomo, and growiog hysterical, 
had been sent away, and advised to go to bed, Lionel, too, 
had been sent to bed, but his room was in the same passage, 
and he lay with his door open, oatohing, with his qaiekened, 
ears, at every aound in the siek room, and hearing each word 
of the hushed conferences that took place outside. 

A fresh tread was in the house — on the stairs — in tho 
passage ; Lionel's heart could not help bounding at it, as it 
came so softly along. It was the tread of the brother who, 
for his effort of courage and principle had been allowed to 
leave homo like an esile, and treated as an offender. Lio- 
nel heard his father's step coming to meet him: how would 
they meet ? He could hear the movement as their hands 
grasped together, and then Mr. Lyddell's smothered, choked 
wiiisper, " Only just in time, Walter ! she won't know you. 

"Is it so I " said Walter, in a low tone, as of one estremely 
choked and overwhelmed. 

A sort of sob came before the answer, '-Going fast." 

The steps moved on ; Lionel could not stay where he y/ks, 
dressed himself, and felt his way to the sick room. He 
heard the stifled breathings ; ho felt onward, — found he had 
hold of the bed-post, and leant against It, unheeded by all, 
so intently were all watching Caroline. 

" Speak to her," was the first thing he heard whispered 
by the doctor. 

" Caroline 1 " said Walter's trembling voice, " dear Caro- 
line ! " 

Poor Lionel could not see how, at the call, the dart blue 
eyes once more opened, and looked up in Walter's face ; he 
only hoard the steadier tone in which the brother said the 
ministerial words, " Peace be with this house I " 

The solemn calmness of the tone came gently and sooth- 
ingly upon Lionel's ear ; and withal there spread over Caro- 
line's face a gleam of joy, and then a <juiet stillness, as of 
a freedom from suffering. There was an interval— a gasp — 
another interval — another gasp — a pause 

Marian's voice was tho first, and very low iind awe-struck, 
' It has been without a struggle." 
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A aligiit cry from his mother, and a confused movcraent, 
as if they mere lifting something — steps — he stood still, and 
the next moment felt Marian's hand on his arm. " Mrs. 
Lyddell has fainted," said she, in explanation ; " Mr. Lyddell 
and Walter are taking her to her own room." 

Lionel clasped Marian's hand very tight, and each folt 
how the other was trembling. "We must come away," 
said Marian ; then hesitating, and with a quivering wliisper, 
she said, " Would you like to kiss her?" 

" Yes, let me I " 

It was strange to guide the blind brother to kiss the 
white brow of the dead sister. Marian's throat was aching 
to such a degree with intense feeling, that she could hardly 
utter a word; but Lionel, who could not see, must hoar. 
" She looks so calm, so sweet," said Marian struggling, " but 
I mnst go to your mother. Let me take you to your room ; 
I'll send Walter to you. Lionel, Lionel, indeed she ia 
happy ! " said Marian, eatnestly, while Lionel burst into a 
Hood of tears, wholesome tears, as she led him from the 

She thought Walter would be the greatest comfort to 
him; and reooUeeting Mrs. Lyddell had no woman with her 
but Uer maid, she told Lionel she must go to his mother, ran 
down, and met Walter waiting in the dressing-room. " Is 
she recovering 1 " 

" A little." 

" Will you go to Lionel ?" 

" This instant, but — " and he looked at her earnestly. 

" Yes, yea," said she hastily, " it is all right and beauti- 
ful. Here's her last letter ; I've been reading it all day. 
Take it ; you'll see how — " 

Marian's voice broke down, and she hastened to the open 
door of Mrs. Lyddell's room. There was something for her 
to do in attempting to restore hor,for the maid was not help- 
ful ; and !Mr. Lyddell stood at the foot of the bed, as if all 
bis powers were paralysed. Mr. Wells wanted assistance ; 
for Mrs. Lyddell, exhausted by watching and her previous 
weakness, was in so sinking and depressed a state, as to 
need the greatest eare. 

Marian was employed in attending her till towards morn- 
ing, when she sank into a sleep. '■ You had better go to 
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bed," said Mr. Ljddell, very kindly, as Marian at lengtli 
turned away from her, and stood by tte fireside, where he 
was sitting in the arm-chair, his hands over his forehead ; 
" I must not let you oyerwork yourself." 

" 0, I- am not tired, if I can be of any use." 

"No, no, rest now, thank you," said he, in a broken, 
dejected tone. 

She went, and again found "Walter in tho outer room, 
watching for tidings of his mother. "Asleep," she said. 
"Lioaei! " 

" Asleep too, I hope. You aro going to bed ? " 

" Yes, thank you; but Clara — " 

" I will go to Clara the first thing in the morning. I 
shall sit up on my father's account. Don't you think of it, — 
sleep as long as you can ; you have had watching enough," 

" I have been so gla.d," Marian said, in a tear-stifled 
whisper. 

" You cannot toll how I have longed to thank you, 
Marian, for what you have been to her," said Walter, speak- 
ing from the fulness of heart, which overcame his natural 
reserve and bashfulness. " You are thanked enough by our 
present feelings on the subject, — by that letter: — may I 
keep it a little longer? " 

" yes, yes I " cried Marian, hastily, disclaiming in her 
heart all his thanks, though unable to do so with her lips. 

" It takes away all regret for thebriefness of the illness," 
added Walter, zs if the speaking of it was a satisfaction he 
eould hardly relinquish. 

" I am sure sne thought much ; no one caa tell what 
passed," said Marian, in a low, broken murmur. 

" Little did I think last summer — " said Walter, aloud 
to himself " Yes, this is best, far best, if one could but 
feel it so I " 

Marian thought the same, and, like him, eould not feel 
it; hut unable to express herself, she simply said, as soon as 
her tears would let her, " Good-night," and went up to her 

Fatigue came on her now. When she took off the dress 
she had worn since leading Fern Torr, she found her limbs 
stiff and aching, and her head diazy with weariness. She 
eould hardly get through the operation of undressing ; and 
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when she tried to say lier prayers, they would not como. 
She could only go through the Lord's Prayer ; and too worn 
out to he shocked at herself more than in a duU way, scarcely 
even alive to the recollection of what had happened, she laid 
herself down on the heel, which seemed strangely soft, hut 
for a long time was too tired to sleep. With confused 
thoughts and exhausted spirits, she kept on feeling as if 
her aching limbs belonged to somebody else, and going off 
into odd, dreamy vagaries, each more uncomfortable than 
the last, — ever and anon waking into a moment's remem- 
brance that Caroline was dead, wondering at herself for 
being so dull as only to think it strange, then losing the 
consciousness again. At last the light of moruing made her 
perceptions clearer. Fanny knocked at her door, and 
brought her a cup of tea. She heard that all was quiet, — 
said she would get up ; but with that resolution she sud- 
denly became more easy, and while believing she was getting 
up, fell into a sound sleep. 

She awoke refreshed, and entirely herself again, though 
feeling stunned and bewildered by the all-pervadiug thought. 
Caroline dead ! It seemed as if it was not otherwise with 
the rest of the family. Her illness had been so short, that 
thei'o had been no time to grow familiar with the idea of her 
danger; and it was the first death in the household that had 
hitherto been so strong and confident in health, — the first 
touch that taught them bow little the world they loved was 
an abiding-place. So sudden had been the stroke, that they 
seemed to pause and stand aghast under it, scarcely conscious 
how deep the wound might be. Her father went about the 
house, bowed down and stricken with grief, his tones low, 
sorrowful, and so gentle when speaking to his children, or to 
Marian, that they could scarcely be recognised as the same 
voice ; but without a word, so far as Marian, Clara, or Lio- 
nel know, of his daughter, or of his own feelings. Her mo- 
ther, already very weak, and sufferiug most acutely from the 
remembrance of tbe coldness with which she had treated her 
during the last autumn, became so seriously unwell, between 
a return of influenza, and her extreme depression and nerv- 
ous hysterical agitation, that Marian and Olara were almost 
entirely occupied in nursing her, and trying to soothe her. 
In this work they wero little successful, filariau had no 
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iiold on her affection, no power of talking soothiDgly, though 
most ansioua to do what she could, and. distressed exoessiYely 
by her inability to be a comfort in the painful scenes which 
she was obliged to witness. She almost thought her presence 
made things worse, and that Mrs. Lyddell wished hev away ; 
but poor Olava was so entirely helpless and frightened, clung 
to her in so imploring a way, and was so incapable, from the 
restraint that had always subsisted between her and her mo- 
ther, of saying anything to comfort her, or assuming any 
direction, that Marian was obliged, for her sake, to be al- 
most always in the room. The only thing Marian could do 
in the way of consolation was to read aloud ; she could not 
talk of the great thankfulness, peace, and hope which she 
felt herself, to Mrs. Lyddell, though she could have done so 
a little, with time, to Lionel, or even Clara ; she could only 
read, and whether this did any good, she knew not. At any 
rate, it was what she ought to do ; and the soand of the 
voice going on continuously had certainly a calming effect.. 
Walter used daily to come and read, but this she did not 
seem to like, though she never made any objection ; and 
there was so much reason for guarding against agitation and 
escilement, that he, never familiar with her, could not ven- 
ture to attempt speaking to her on the subject of which all 
their hearts were full. It was only Mr. Lyddell who had 
any real serviceable influence with her. Her hysterical at- 
tacks never came on in his presence, and a few affectionate 
words or demonstrations from him would soothe the very 
worst of them. Marian saw so much real tenderness in his 
character, that she positively began to feel considerable af- 
fection for him. 

Clara was entirely bewildered and frightened, hardly yet 
realizing that she bad lost her sister ; perplexed and alarmed 
about her mother, suddenly thrust forward, from being an 
unregai'ded child, into having all the responsibilities of the 
eldest daughter of a sick mother on her hands, she could 
only depend upon Marian, and hang on her for direction, 
assistance, and consolation, — say " yes " to whatever she 
suggested, and set about it ; and whenever she felt lonely, 
sisterless, and wretched, lean on her, pour out hor grief, 
and feel that she had a kind listener, though only a niono- 
syllahic answerer. She used to have great fits of crying at 
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night, when til oy passed Caroline's door; and more ttan onCF 
she was so inconsolable, that Marian was obliged to come and 
stay in her room, and sleep all night with her arm clinging 
round her. Altogether, it was very desolate and perplexing ; 
and Marian was grieved at herself for dwelling more on 
this, and on the loss of her dear companion and friend, than 
on the hope and happiness that ought to ocanpy her. How 
different in the two deaths she Lad known before, where thero 
was none of this weary, harassed, doubtful, careworn feeling ; 
only the sorrow, bitter indeed as it was, of the parting, but 
with time and scope for dwelling on all thoughts of comfort, 
when they would come. 

Lionel had his brother, and was thus in the best hands ; 
and she saw very little of him except at meal-ttmes, when 
all were silent and subdued. 

So passed the week before the funeral. Only the gentle- 
men attended it ; Marian and Clara stayed with Mrs. Lyd- 
dell, who went through the time better than they had ven- 
tured to hope. She was altogether improved, and was able 
to sit up a tittle in the evening. Lionel was to go the next 
day to London, to bo seen by the oculist; and her sanguine 
mind was fastening itself on the hope of his recovery ; and 
though there was too much danger that shs was only hoping 
in order to be the more disappointed, yet the present reliel 

Marian and Clara went down to dinner somewhat cheered, 
and hoping to carry satisfaction with them ; but there was a 
deeper despondency in Mr. Lyddell's air than ever. He 
scarcely seemed to know what he was doing ; and when at 
last dinner was over, he rose up, stood by the fire a moment, 
cowghed, said to Walter, " You tell them," and ran up stairs. 

There was a silence : each of the three dreaded to ask 
what was the matter ; Walter did not know how to begin. 
Marian began to think it was some family misfortune, better 
mentioned in her absence, and was rising to go away ; but 
"Walter exclaimed, "No, don't go, Marian; all the world 
must know it soon, I fear." 

" Not Johnny ! " cried Clara. " 0, Walter, Walter, don't 
let it be Johnny ! " 

" No," said Lionel ; " I know it is something more about 
Elliot, Is it very bad indeed, Walter ! " 
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" Very ; I do not think he is going to tell my mother the 
full extent. There was a letter from Paris ibis morning, 
from Captain Kvans, saying lie thought it right that my 
father should he warned that ESIiot is going on there in hia 
old way, and worse still, is reported to be on the brink of a 
ruinous marriage." 

Clara was the first to break the silence of consternation. 
"Marriage! and now! a ^Frenchwoman ! O Walter, Walter 
it can't be true I he can't do it now, at any rate I " 

" There is some hope that this may make a delay : it is 
the one chance that my father trusts to," said Walter. " The 
history seems to bo this, as far as I can understand. When 
the discovery of ail these debts came on my father, he wrote 
EUiot a Tery indignant letter, refusing to be answerable for 
any of them except that which FauLkner had gaaranteed 
which of course he paid at once. This letter seems to have 
stirred Elliot up into a fit of passion ; he went on more 
recklessly than ever, and now is getting drawn into tliis 
miserable eonneetion." 

"Yes, just like Elliot!" S!iid Lionel. "And what is 
papa going to do? " 

" He means to go to Paris at once, sacrifice any thing, 
pay all the debts at any coat, if he can only bring Elliot 
back with him, and save him from ruining himself en- 

'' Eat he is not going to tell mamma about the marriage, 
I hope ? " said Clara. 

" No, he will leave her to think it is only the old story, 
and that lie wants to see if anything can bo done about the 
debts. There is a hope that the news he must have had by 
this time may have checked bim." 

" Perhaps jt may be bringing him home," said Marian. 

"Ko, I fear he is too much involved to venture to 
England." 

Again followed a silence; no one could think of anything 
consoling to suggest ; all were unwilling to heap censure 
upon one who deserved it but too richly. Only Lionel was 
heard to give a sort of groan, and after a time Clara asked, 
" Is it a Frenchwoman? " 

" Yes," said Walter ; " a person connected with tho 
theatres." 
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The four again sat in mournful silence. 

" I suppose," said Lionel at length, " that my going tc 
London had better bo put off till te comes baci." 

" No," said. Walter, " he wislies that to be done at onee. 
We are all three to go to London to-morrow, as waa settled 
before ; he will go with you to see the oculist, and on to 
Dover by the night-triun ; and i£ the oculist wishes to keep 
you, I shall stay with yon in London till he comes baclt, or 
tiU my mother and the rest can oorae."- 

" Thank you," said Lionel, sighing ; " I wish I could 
help it I Is not it leaving a pretty state of things behind 
us, though ? not that we are any great good to the ladies to 
be sure ! " 

" Yes, it is leaving you at a very sad time," eaid Walter, 
looking at the two girls, " but wo are hardly able to be of 
much use to my mother, and if there was any prospect of 
your improvement, that they all say would do her more good 
than anything else. However, my father said that must be 
according to your feelings, Clara and Marian, if you were 
afraid to be left with the charge of her, I would remain." 

One of Walter's awkward ways of putting the question, 
and it instantly suggested to Clara to be afraid. 

."I am sure I shan't know what to do. Only think, 
Marian, for us to be left — what should we do if mamma was 
to get suddenly worse? We should have no one to help us, 
I shall be in such a nervous state, I could do no good." 

" No, no, Clara, you won't," said Marian, whilst Walter 
had begun to look in consternation at Clara. "Nobody 
ever has nerves when there is anything to be done. You 
know Mrs. Lyddell is much better." 

'■ but she will be so very happy and scited about 
papa's being gone, and I am n e I el all n er be able to 
conceal from her all this dreadt lb ne b ut Elliot." 

" Yes, you will," said M an q etly We shall do 
very well indeed, it cannot b f r loag and f we wanted 
him we could get Walter home n a few hours' time. If 
he can send us good news of L nel t w 11 help us much 
more than his staying here could do." 

" If dear Caroline," — and Clara burst into a fit of 
weeping, which obliged her to leave the room. Every one 
was feeling the same thing, that Caroline, with her energy, 
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good sense, and the power slio bad once possessed with her 
mother, would have made all easy, and tho sense of missing 
her had como strongly upon them all. Marian followecl 
Clara to her own room, let her lean upon her and cry, wept 
with her, joined in saying how grievous the loss was, and 
how much they had loved her, and how they should want 
her every day aad every hour, then called hack the remem- 
hrance that Caroline had not been happy here, and had 
longed for rest, and it was come to her, and they must not 
be selfish, but there Clara cried more, saying that Marian 
never knew what a sister was, and it was unkind to wish her 
to bo glad. 

" f don't know," said Marian, pausing as her tears flowed 
fast, "I have known death, Clara," 

" You weren't glad ! " said Clara passionately. 

" I don't know," she said thinking, and speaking witli 
difficulty, '■ Not then, not always now, no ! But I always 
knew I ouglit to be glad, for dear papa had sufifered so mueh, 
I conld not wish it to be goirg on still — no, no. And dear 
mamma, when ho was gone, it was a sad world for her, she 
could only have wished to stay for our sakes. Yet, after 
the first, I always felt it was right, and so will you too, 
Clara, in time." 

" If she was but here to help me 1 " sobbed Clara. 

"We must try," said Marian, "we can't he ns useful 
and ready as she was, but we will do our very best. I am 
sure Mrs. Ljddell likes to have yoa sit with her." 

" Did you think so ? " said Clara, ready to bo ohocrod 
by any token of preference. 

" Yes, I saw how glad she was to have you instead of 
me, when you came in from the garden." 

Clara looked pleased. 

" You will sit with h«r, and road to her, and I can Ijelp 
you when you have too much on your hands at once. You 
see it is a great comfort to Mr. Lyddell to have you to leave 

Tho being made important was a great thing with Clara, 
and she waa quite reconciled to the prospect of her charge 
by the time they had to go down stairs to tea. 

After tea Marian was left alone with Lionel, while Clara 
was with her mother ; and "Walter in consultation with Mr. 
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Ljddell, for here at least was one benefit, tkit "Walter 
seemed to have taken hia proper place, and to he a real 
comfort and help to his father in a way he had never hoped 

" You've clieered up Clara, I hea 1 d 

Lionel. 

" yea, we shall do very well." 

" Do you mind it, Marian 1 " said h t g h 
towards her, as if to judge by the miuut t t f h 

answer, as people do by the espressioa f tl t 

Her reply was brave, " No, not at 11 

" Are you sure ! " 

"Yea. I don't see what would b g d b k p g 
you and Walter here. She does not did W It 
she does on your father, and all that is { d w an d 
aa well without Walter in the house. It w Id h 
to keep you merely for the feel of hav g m d f 

the rest, I am sure Clara will be the bett t 1 tl t 

forward, and made useful." 

" Very well. I should not in the least mind waiting, for 
I have not much hope myself, but it is just as woU for oae- 
self and every one else to be put out of one's misery as soon 
as possible, and settle down into it." 

Marian remembered how differently he had spoken half 
a year ago, when the danger first broke on him, and looking 
up she saw his steadfast though mournful face. She spoke 
her thought. 

"It has been a great thing to have this long preparation." 

" Yes, I am glad of it, though I have been a great plague 
and nuisance to every one, especially to you, Marian. I 
know what you're going to say, so let alone that. I wish — . 
But no use talking of that, she was very kind and we got 
very comfortable together after you were gone, Marian, and 
I like to remember that." 

" Ah ! I was sure you would. And Walter rea,d you 
what she said about you ? " 

" Yes, I wish — I little knew" — then suddenly " Marian, 
I'll tell you something : one morning when you were gone, 
she had to read a bit of a chapter in the Gospel about the 
healing the blind man, and you can't think how liard she tried 
to get through it without breaking down, but she could not. 
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She cried at last, as if she could not help it, and then she 
got up, and came and kissed me, and I felt her tears on my 
face. I didn't Isnow wLat to say, hut that's what I like to 
reraemher." 

"And the Cliurch-going on Cliristmas day," whispered 
Marian. 

" Ay, slie led mc up," said Lionel. 

" Everything is so very comforting," siiid Marian. 

" So Walter says." 

" Lionel, do you remember the print you and Gerald gave 
me long ago of 8. Margaret walking through the dark wood 
of this world, and subdoing the dragon ? I am sure she is like 
it. She had all this world before her, and she chose vexa- 
tion and trouble instead of doing wrong 1 Lionel, it is 
very noble 1" 

" That it is," said Lionel, " only things never seem so at 
the time. I wish they did, but I am glad my father saw it 
all right before, and said he waa glad she had given him up." 

" Yes, that is a comfort." 

" My poor father ! " said Lionel presently, " I never 
guessed he cared so much about — things. Do you know, 
Marian, I think even if I do get back my eyes, I could not 
go after the Australian hulls, unless 'twas the only way of 
getting a living." 

'■ 1 am glad you have put them out of your head," said 
Marian, smiling sadly, 

" Ay, I was very mad upon them once," said Lionel, " but 
I see that eyes or no eyes, we must set ourselves in earnest 
to be some sort of comfort to them, and if Johnny is to bo 
always at sea, I had better not be on the other side of the 
world. If I am to see, why tken it is all right j if not, I'll 
do the best I can at home." 

" That's right, Lionel." 

" I can do a good deal already, I am no trouble to any 
one, ami? I can go ail over the house and park by myself, 
and find all my own goods without any one's help, and I'll 
do more in time, so as to be no bother to any one, and I do 
believe now they liko to have too at home. Don't you re- 
member, Marian," and he lowered his voice confidentially, 
ono reason why I wanted to go to Australia, and make a 
fortune ? " 
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" Yes," said Marian, knowing that he meant his vifcion o( 
winning love from his parents. 

" Well, I think," said he, " that heing hlind has answered 
aa well." 

A silence, then he went on, " I know what yo« meant 
now about a time when I might ho glad to have been blind. 
If Caroline had married that man, Sae would not have died 
as happily as that, and there was an end of all the trouble 
and vexation ; so there will be an end to my blindness some 
time or other, and it will keep me out of lota of mischief. 
I don't mean that there is not plenty of opportunity of do- 
ing wrong as it is," he added, " but not so much. Better bo 
blind than like Elliot, and perhaps I might have come to 
that." 

" Lionel, it is such a comfort you can speak so ! " 

" I've tried it now, and 'tis not so very bad," eaid Lionel, 
turning with an odd mistuve of smile and sadness, " besides 
I saw almost the last of her face, and I should only miss her 
the more like her voice. I have got her face stored up with 
all of yonrs. You know I shan't see when any of you grow 
old and ugly, Marian. Well, and after all I am glad it is to 
be settled now, I don't think I shall mind it near so much as 
I should another time, now I have just heard all that over 
her grave. I got Waiter to read it to me all over again 
when we came home. It has beea very nice to have 
Walter." 

Marian guessed how Walter had strengthened and helped 
him, and she judged rightly, hut she did not know how 
silently he listened to all Walter's talkings and readings, 
unable to pour out his full feeling to any one but herself. 

The others came in from their different quarters, it was 
late, and Marian was about to wish good night, when Walter 
in a low hurried voice said to her and Olara, " Don't go yet, 
my father wishes to have prayers," 

A moment more and the servants came in, all were 
kneeling, and Marian's tears of thankful joy were streaming 
fast as -Walter read an evening prayer. Was not Caroline 
glad? was the thought, as she recolfected that first raombg, 
when all had seemed to her childish mind so dreary and un- 
hnllowed, and when Caroline had lamented the omission. 
Yos ! w!is not Caroline gliid, niiw that oni" of the dcaiost 
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wishes of lier lieart had been gained ? "Was she not glad of 
this first token that trouble had brought a change over her 
father? 

Each fresh petition brought SEch a gush of earnest soft- 
ened tears that Marian's face bore evident traces of them, 
when she rose up, and had to wish Mr. Lyddell good night. 
She did not speak, but held out her hand. He spoke with 
difficulty, " My dear," he said, " I have wished to thank you, 
but I cannot otherwise than by leaving more on your bands. 
Walter has told you how it is with us. You are kind enough 
to help Clara. I don't know what we should do without you. 
I rely on your judgment entirely." 

" I'll do my best," said Marian, " I am glad to be of 
use." 

" You were Jiei' best friend," said Mr, Lyddell hastily. 
" Well, good night, thank you, my dear," and he kissed hor 
forehead, as though she had been his own daughter. 





OHAPTEK XX. 


Butt 
As 


.sbepotUnt 


TbeaeaeTeroiU 
f disguise. 


W e seo but rttaly tbrough t&e misti 
Amia these eaitliif Omaas ; 

WliAt leeias to d9 but sad fanerenl 1 
May bo henvBu's disUint lamps." 



TnEflK were morning prayers before the hurried breakfast, 
which was interspersed with numerous directions about what 
was to be done for Mrs. Lyddell, and what letters were to 
he sent after Mr. Lyddell, Lionel was grave and silent, as 
became one whose fate was in the balance, without either 
shrinking or bravado ; but somewhat as if he was more in- 
clined, than had been the case last night, to hope for a fa- 
vorable result. With heartfelt prayers did Marian watch 
him as be crossed the hall and entered the carriage, calling 
outa cheerful good-bye, — prayers that, if it were tlio will of 
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Heaven, his affliction miglit bo removed ; but that if not, 
help might bo given Mm to turn it into a hleasing, as ho 
seemed almost to he hegicuiDg to do. His father, too, — lit- 
tle had Marian ever thought to feel for him the affectionate 
compassion and sympathy, of which she was now sensible, as 
she responded to his kind, fatherly farewell, and thought of 
what he must be feeling ; obliged to leave his wife in so anx- 
ious and sufferiag a state ; his daughter, the pride of the 
family, reraoved so suddenly ; his moat promising BOn pro- 
bably blind for life ; his eldest, a grief, pain, and ahame lo 
them all. Marian must pray for him too, that he might be 
supported and aided through these most bitter trials, and 
that the work which they had begun in him might go on and 
be perfected ; that these troubles, grievous as they were, 
might in his case also turn to blessings. 

The occupation of the two girls was all day tlio care of 
Mrs. Lyddell. She was not worso, as far as bodily ailments 
went ; the attack of cold, brought, on by leaving her room to 
attend on Oaroline, had gone off, and her strength was in 
some degree returning ; but she was restless, excited, irrita- 
ble, and with an inability to restrain herself, that was more 
alarming than Marian liked to own to herself, far less to 
Olara. 

She insisted on getting up at an earlier hour than she 
had hitherto attempted ; she was worn out and wearied with 
dressing ; she was impatient and vexed with Clara, for some 
mistake about her pillows ; and the trembling of her hand, 
OS she was eating some broth, was uncontrollable. The 
broth was not what she liked, and she would send for the 
housekeeper, to reprove her about it ; asked questions about 
the arrangements, found them not as she wished ; spoke 
sharply, said no one took heed to anything while she was ill, 
and then burst into a fit of weeping at the thought of the 
daughter who would have been able to supply her place. 

This spent itself, (for the girls were unable to do any- 
thing effectual in soothing it away) ; the doctors made their 
tiaily visit, and cheered her up a little. The consequence 
of this exhil^ation was, that she began talking about Lionel, 
and anticipating his perfect recovery ; arranging how they 
were all to go and join him in London, and working herself 
up to a state of great exoiteiiient; pettish with Marian for not 
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being able to answer her hopefully, and at last, Iijaterically 
laugiiirig at the picture she drew of Lionel with restored 
sight. 

Marian asked if she would be read to, and took up a seri- 
ous book, with which she had put her to sleep two or three 
times before, but nothing of the kind would she tear ; ancl 
as the best chance of at least quieting her, Marian went oa 
ft voyage of discovery among the club books down stairs, 
and brought up a book of travels, and a novel. Mrs. Lyd- 
dell chose the novel ; it was a very exciting stoi'y, and 
caught the atteation of all thiee. Marian grew enger about 
it, and was well pleased to go onj and so it occupied them 
most of the afternoon and evening, driving out a great deal 
of care, as Marian could not help gratefully acknowledging, 
though she would willingly have bad space to work out with 
herself the question, whether care had beat be driven out or 
grappled with. Mrs. Lyddell was indeed in no state to grap- 
ple with, it, and there was nothing to be done but to take the 
best present means of distracting her attention ; yet it was 
to be feared that, though put aside, the enemy was not con- 
quered, — and might there not be worse to come ? ■ 

It was about half-past seven and the two girls were drinking 
tea with Mrs Lyddell in her room. She was just beginning 
to make herself unhappy about Mr. Lyddell's late journey 
and night-voyage, when there was a tap at the door, and on 
the answer, " Come in !" it opened, and Lionel stood there. 

There was a sudden exclamation ; they ail three sprang 
up and looked at him, but alas ! it was still by feeling that 
he came forward, though his countenanoe was cheerful, and 
there was a smile upon his lips. 

" Well, mamma," he said, in a brave, almost a lively tone, 
"you must be content to have me at home." And in answer 
to their broken, half expressed interrogations, " No, he can't 
do any thing for me ; so it was not worth while to stay any 
longer in London. How are you this evening, mamma 1 " 

He was guiding himself towards her chair, one hand on 
the table ; she threw herself forward to meet him, flung her 
arms round hia neok and sobbed, " My boy, my poor dear 
boy I Lionel 1 it baa been all my fault and neglect ! " 

" No, no, don't — don't say that, mamma ! " said Lionel, 
estremely distressed by her weeping, and not knowing whore 
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to rest her, as slie hung with hei- whole weight abandoned 
on him. Marian and Olara were obliged to kelp him, and 
seat her in her chair again; while she still wept piteously, 
and poor Lionel stood, hearing the sobs, and very muck 
grieved. " Ought I not to have told lier ? " said he to Ma- 
rian. '' I thought if she saw I could beari tj it would be bet- 
ter than writiog." 

" Yes, yes, you did quite right ; slie will bo better pre- 
sently." 

She was soon better, ; and leaning back on her pillows 
cshauBted, looked up at the fine tall boy before her, the glow 
of youth and health on his fhoo, spirit and enterprise m 
every feature, — but those large blue eyes, bright as they 
were, for ever darkened and useless. 

" Lionel 1 " she sighed again. 

" The man beliaved very well," said Lioael ; " he did 
not plague me at all. He only pulled up my eyelids — so — 
and studied them, and I suppose he gave some sign to my 
father, for I heard him make a noise that showed me how I 
was ; so I asked. He told me there was not a chance, and 
made me understand the rights of it ; and so here I am. 
Never mind, mamma, there was a tendency to it all my life, 
and nothing would have stopped it in the end ; and now I 
know what it is, I have no doubt but I shall do very well. 
I mean to be like the blind man that unharnessed all the 
horses in the middle of the night, when the coach was upset, 
and no one else was of any use." 

Ho stopped once or twiee in his harangue, to judge how 
h s m th was, by her breathings ; and ho spoke with a 
sn le a d bok of resolution and eagerness, as he concluded 
w th an ther " Never mind, mamma, for I don't." She 
t ok 1 Id of his hand, and pressed it, too much ovcroome 
to sp k 

" Is papa gone ? " asked Clara. 

" Yes." And Lionel prooeeded to ^ive a message which 
he had sent back. 

" And where's Walter ? " 
" In the drawiug-room." 
More people were already in the room than Marian thought 
good for Mrs. Lyddell ; and understaoding Clara'.^ wishes, 
she went down to speak to Walter, to carry a message that hi^ 
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mother would see liini after tea, and to an-angc for a auV 
Btautial supper for tlie two youths, who had liad do dinner, 

Walter waa waiting anxiooaly to know Siow his mother 
had endured the tidings. 

" Sha was very much overcome at first," said Marian ; 
" hut now she has bad a goOd cry, she will be more likely 
to go to sleep quietly. Poor Lionel I he did it admirably." 

" It has haoa his chief tlionght," said Walter. " He beg- 
ged to oome home at once, saying it would be the best way to 
have it over before night ; it would save all hoping and worry- 
ing, about him ; and the instant wo arrived, he ran straight 
up stairs." 

Walter and Marian were not familiar enough to say it 
to each other, but both were comparing his present conduct 
with his former bitterness of spirit against bis mother. 
Death, soi-row, anxiety, and illness had drawn close the 
cords of love, and opened the well-springs of affection, so 
long choked up and soured by neglect and worldly care. 

" How did he bear it at the first ? " 

" Bravely ; he had wound himself up. He was flusiiing 
and turning pale all through the journey ; but when once he 
carao to ■the door, he was as calm and steady as possible. 
My father was much more agitated | he would lead Lionel 
himself, and very nearly threw him down the steps. Yon 
should have seen how Lionel never flinched, — did not let one 
feature quiver wlitle he was being turned round to the light 
and examined. We saw how it was by the doctor's face, 
but Lionel spote first, as — no, more steadily, than I can tell 
it, ' There is nothing to be done, then? ' — attended more firmly 
to the explanation of the causes than we could, spoke as freely 
as if it had been about some iudifferent case. The doctor was 
quite struck with it. He shook hands with him when ho 
went, and kept me a moment after, to say, of all the many 
cases he had seen, he had never known greater resolution, — 
never seen any one he had been more sorry for, However, 
it was not only that, — that might have been the pride of firm- 
ness ; but it has beea the same all along. He set himself to 
cheer my father, who was very much overcome ; and over 
since has been telling me of all his schemes for employment, 
and arranging how to spare my mother as much as possiblo. 
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Yes, be is a fine follow ! " said Walter, stopping with a 
heavy sigh, 

" I am sure he will make himself happy," said Marian 
cnrnestly ; " you don't know how many resources he has, and 
you Bee how wonderfully independent lie is already." 

" Yes," said Walter, sadly ; " but though I koow it is 
nil right— to see what he might have boea ! But that is 
mere nonsense," lie added, catching himself up ; " we should 
never Lave known what was in him, and perhaps he would 
have been very different." 

Not a word expressed of Walter's sincere thankfulness 
for the ciiange that affliction was bringing on them. 

Lionel came down presently, Marian presided at their 
tea, and would have enioyed it very much, if she had 
not been soiTy Clara should not be relieved from her harass- 
ing attendance up stairs. But her mother could not spare 
her, and perhaps the being positively useful, and pulled by 
force out of her childishness, was the best thing for her. 

" Marian, I hope you will he able to ride with mo to- 
morrow, if mamma does not want you ? " said Lionel. 

Walter looked full of inquiry and consternation, 
. " If we can manage it," said Marian, cheerfully ; though 
now that the custom had been disused for a time, she did not 
like the notion quite so well as before ; since she could not 
now even figure to herself that Lionel guided himself at all 
He had said it chiefly for the purpose of asserting his inten- 
tion of continuing the practice, and was quite satisfied by 

Walter went up stairs to his mother shortly after, and 
Lionel was left alone with Marian. 

" I am sure I hope it won't hurt her," said he ; " I 
thought it was best to have it out at once." 

"Much the best, since it was to come." 

" Yes," he said, pausing for some space, then exclaiming, 
" I don't inow, though ! I thought it would be better to 
know the worst, and have one's mind made up ; but I 
don't think 'tis more comfortable, after all. I should like 
to get back that little spark of hope I had this morning ! 0, 
Marian, there was one time when the sua shone out full, and 
HO warm, exactly on my face, and some one in the train said it 
was a glorious winter day. It was close by Slough; I knew 
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WO were in sight of tlie castle, anJ pertapa one miglii ade the 
cliapel, and the trees in the plajing -fields. I thought soon, I 
might be seeing it all again : and I vow, Marian, I could have 
leaped from here to Windsor at die bare thought. It was 
being a great fool, to be sure; hut as we came back, I was 
half glad it was dark, so that nobody else could see it." 

" Yet I am sure jour last half year at Eton was no hap- 
py time ; you went through a great deal." 

" I'd do it all again, if I ooald see as much as I did then," 
said Lionel. " I don't mind it so much in general now ; I 
get oa much better than I thought I should, and it is not 
nearly as bad now I am quite in the dark, and wako up to 
it, as whenthe glimmer of light was going. I can do Tcry 
well, oseep't when a great gush — I don't know what to call 
it — great msh of remembering the sky and all sorts of things 
comes on me, and I know it is to be darkness always. Then I 
— but it is all nonsense talking of it, I shall get the 
better of that, some day or other, I suppose. But I did not 
think, yesterday, that the being sure of it would be half so 
bad ! " 

" You braced yourself yesterday, and that helped you to- 
day." 

" Yes; and then there was my father,— he has enough 
to vex him, without knowing all this. And, after all, it is 
nothing; I've got plenty to do, and I'll manage it capitally, 
I'll tell you what, Marian, if mamma can spare you, we'll 
ride to Salisbury, and get some of that good twine, and I'll 
make Gerald the fiahing-net you said he wanted." 

Lionel had hitherto never consented to learn to net, 

Mrs. Lyddell was better the nest day, and all was quiet 
and prosperous, so that Walter could write a. satisfactory 
account to his father, Clara had a good walk with her broth- 
ers in the morning, and in the afternoon the ride took effect : 
Marian came into Mrs, LyddeU's room in her habit, and 
gave notice, " we are going to ride," so much as if it was a 
matter of course that Mrs. Lyddell asked no questions, and 
feared no dangers. Walter went with them, and Marian 
could have wished him away, for he was so anxious and ner- 
vous as very nearly to make her the same, and though he 
said nothing of his anxieties, Lionel found them out, and 
told him in his old gruff way that there was nothing to bo 
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in a taking about ; indeed, Lionel was tlie more inolined to 
be adventurous in order to show liimself entirely at liia ease. 

However, nothing went wrong, and Marian and he both 
felt it a point gained that their riding together was estab- 
lished. A few days passed on quietly and gravely, a pause 
of waiting and suspense. Mrs. Lyddeli, though less ill, was 
not materially improved as regarded the excitability of her 
Bpirjts. She would bo excessively depressed at one time, 
at another ia such high spirits as were much more alarming. 
Sometimes she wonld talk about their being all ruined and 
undone, and go on rapidly to say they must give up the house 
in London, retrench, live on nothing ; at others she antici- 
pated Mr. Lyddell's bringing Elliot back, all hia debts paid, 
to live at home and be a comfort, or some friend was to give 
Walter a great living, or Oloi-a was to come out, and to be 
presented in the summer. At the same time the fretful ir- 
ritability of nerve and temper continued, and atiy unusual 
esoitement, the talking a iittle longer in her room, a letter, 
or a little disappointment, would keep her awake all night. 
One tiling, however, seemed certain, that Lionel's presence 
had some of the same power over her as her husband's ; she 
was too much occupied with watching him, to work herself 
into her anxious escited moods, and now that he had grown 
more familiar with her, his cheerful lively way of speaking 
always refreshed and pleased her. He would come in, in a 
glow of bright health, from a quick walk or ride in the clear 
frosty air, and show such genuine pleasure and animation as 
must console those who were grieving for his privation ; he 
would undertake her messages, and find things in a wonder- 
ful manner, and he liked to listen to the reading aloud that 
always went on in her room. When Lionel came in, Marian 
and Olara always felt relieved from half their present caro. 

At last came a letter from Mr. Lyddeli to Walter. The 
worst of his fears were fulfilled. Elliot was actually married, 
and report had not exaggerated the disgrace of the connco- 
tion. Mr. Lyddeli had not chosen to see him, and intended 
to be at hoiuC; by the end of the next day, after they would 
receive the letter. 

It was a great shock, but perhaps none of tho four young 
people had such lively hopes .of Elliot as to bo very much 
overwhelmed by the disappointment, as far as he was iadi- 
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yidually ooncerned. Ho Iiad never iDeen a tiud elder broth- 
er to Clara or Lionel, and it was only Walter who could 
have any of those recoUeotions of a childhood spent togetliep, 
which would make the loss of intercourse personally painful. 
They had all heen brought up to a sort of bjal feeiiug to- 
warda Elliot as the eldest, and to thiak his extravaganao al- 
most a matter of course, but only the tie of blood, and sym- 
pathy for their parents could cause thoni any acuta pain on 
his account. 

Eor their parents they were greatly grieved, for Elliot 
had with all his faults, been their espeoial pride and hope, 
and the effect on Mrs. Lyddell in her present state was very 
mueh to be apprehended. It was a comfort however that it 
was decided in full council that they might put off the evi! 
day of telling her, for there was no occasion that she should 
he informed till her husband returned. He came the nest 
day, and very worn down, broken and oldened did ho look, 
as he returned to his mourning household. Not a word did 
fie say in publio of the object of his journey, and all that 
transpired to Marian, through Lionel, who heard it from 
Waiter, was " that it was as bad as bad could be ; it was 
thought Elliot had done it out of spite, at any rate he was 
never likely to bring his wife to England." Neither did Mrs. 
Lyddell speak of it, aud Marian only knew that she had 
been informed of it, by the increased excitability and irrita- 
tion of her nerves. Poor Ciara underwent plenty of scold- 
ing, fbr she was the only victim, since Mrs. lyddell's con- 
tinuous dislike to Marian kept her on her ordinary terms of 
ceremony, scarcely ever asking her to do her any service, 
thanking her scrupulously, and never finding fault to her 

Marian was at first very sorry for Clara, who was bewil- 
dered, and disoonoerted, but after a d^ or two, things seem- 
ed to right themselves wonderfully. Clara grew used to the 
fretfulness, and was no longer frightened by it, nor made 
muhappy, but learnt how to meet it and smooth it down 
without being hurt by it. It was surely the instinct of nat- 
ural affection, for inferior in every way as she was to Marian, 
yet in her mother's sick room she suddenly acquired all the 
tact, power, and management that Marian failed iu. Hith- 
erto she had been childish and astray, as if she wanted her 
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Tooation ; now she liad found it, and settled admirably into 
it, accjuiriiig a sense, energy, and activity that no one could 
have supposed her capable of. 

Outside that room, she was the same Claa'a atill, without 
macli either of rational tastes or conversation, afraid of her 
father, and not muoli of a companion to her brother, helpless 
ia everything that did not regard her mother, and clinging 
to Marian for help and direction. Marian must speak for 
her, tell her what to say if she had to write a note, take the 
responsibility of every arrangement. Nothing was much 
harder than to shove Clara forward into becoming the osten- 
sible ladj of the house, as it seemed as if she must eontjn-ne 
for some time to come, since the doctors spoke of the most 
absolute rest and freedom from esciteraent being necessary 
to restore her mother's shattered health and spirits. She 
was to see no visitors, be soothed as Bmoh as possible, have 
no cares or anxieties brought to her, be only moderatelv oc- 
cupied and amused, or the nervous attacks would return. 
SXariau had a suspicion that they feared for her mind. She 
became stronger, was able to rise earlier, and to drive out in 
the carriage, but she never dined with the family, and re- 
mained in her sitting room up stairs, with Clara for her reg- 
ular attendant, and visits from the rest. 

Walter returned to his curacy as soon as he could be 
spared, and Lionel became, as usual, chiefly dependent on 
Marian, who read to him, walked with him, rode with him, 
assisted him in his contrivances for helping himself, and was 
his constant guide and companion : doing at the same time 
all she could for Clara's service, but keeping in the back 
ground and making Clara do all the representative part foj 
herself. 

They missed Caroline every hour of the day, far morr 
since they had settled into an evory-day course of habits 
and most especially in the evening and at meal times. Then' 
always used to be so much conversation going on at dinner 
and now no one seoraed to say anything^ Clara sat at th« 
head of the table in awe of her father, Lionel and Marian 
did not feel disposed to talk in their own way before him 
there never had boeu anyfreedomof intercourse, and nobod^v 
kuew- how to begin. 

Marian thought the silent party very sad and forlorn for 
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poor Ml-. LyddcU, and that it muBt remiad him gvievously 
of the state of Ilia family. Some one must talk, but liow 
were they ever to begin ? She wm the worst person in the 
world to do it, yet try she must. 

She began talking over the ride they had taken that day, 
but Clara was not at her ease enough to ask questions, or 
make observations, Lionel did not second her, and Mr. Lyd- 
dell said no more than " 0." Another day she tried 
giving a history of a call that had been made by some of their 
neighbors, but nobody would be interested. How could sho 
be so stupid ? She almost dreaded dinner time. At last 
one day, she luckily cast her eyes on the newspaper, and it 
is a melancholy truth that the sight of a horrid murder gave 
her a certain degree of satisfaction I She began about it at 
dinner, when every one talked about it, every one had some 
view as to the perpetrator, and it really carried them through 
all dinner time without one dreary tract of silence, and 
served them on a second day. 

A second day and a third, for more intelligence came 
out, and then luckily for her, came a revolution, next a dread- 
ful accident, and at last the habit of talking became so well 
established that there waa no need to look for topics in the 
newspaper. It was without an effort that she could originate 
a remark addressed to Mr. LyddeU, Lionel began to shake 
off his old school-boy reserves, and rattle on freely. Clara 
grew more at ease, and Mr. Lyddell began to ho entertained, 
to be drawn into the conversation, and to narrate his day's 
doings, just as of old when his wife was there, pleased with 
their interest in them, making explanations, and diverted 
with Lionel's merry comments. 

It was however dreary and uncomfortable, with all these 
vague anxieties for Mrs. LyddcU, and with the whole house 
in the unsettled state consequent on missing its moving pow- 
er. The servants had been used to depend on her, and could 
not go on without her ; they teased Clara, and Clara teased 
Marian about them, no one knew what to do, nor what au- 
thority to assume, and the petty vexations were endless that 
were borne by the two girls rather than annoy Mr. Lyddell; 
perplexities, doubts whether they were doing what was wise 
or right by the house or by the servants; Marian's good 
sense making bor jadge the right, but her awkwardness, and 
14* 
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Clara's incapacity, breaking down in the osocution j continual 
worry and no dignity in it. 

The loBs of Caroline as a companion waa severely felt. 
Marian had not been fully conscious bow very closely en- 
twined tbeir bearts bad been, how necessary tbev bad grown 
to each other even before those latter daya of full confidence. 
Every pursuit was mised up with Caroline, every walk re- 
called her, every annoyance would have given way at her 
light touch. There was no one left with whom Marian could 
have anything like the conversations they had been used to 
enjoy from almost the earliest days of ber coming to Oak- 
worthy. Lionel was indeed a very agreeable companion, nay 
more, a friend, full of right feeling, principle, good sense, 
thought, and liveliness ; but a younger boy could never make 
up for the !osa of such a friend of her own sex. Each eve- 
ning as she sat over the fire in her room, her heart ached 
with longing for Caroline's tap at the door, or with the wish 
to go and knock at bers, and then the thrill at thinking that 
there was only gloom and vacancy in her room. Had they 
but found each other out before ! But ob I bow much hot- 
ter to think of her as she did of ber owa parents, added to 
ber store in Paradise, than to see her the wife of that man, 
unhappy as she must have been unless she had lost all that 
was excellent and hopeful. 

These thoughts would comfort Marian when she went 
up to bed, harassed, weary, disgusted with cares and vexa- 
tions, and craving for rest and sympathy. She thought of 
the home that awaited ber at Fern Torr, the hope that had 
carried her through last autumn, but withal came a dim 
vague perception that a great sacrifice might he before ber. 
Would it be right to seek bet own happiness and repose 
there, and leave the Lyddells to their present distress ? She 
did not think she waa of much use, Clara waa aU-sufficient 
for her mother, and Marian waa rather less liked by Mrs. 
Lyddell than formerly; but as a support to Clara, as a 
companion to Lionel, and as some one to talk to Mr. Lyd- 
dell, she was not absolutely useless. She had no doubt 
Clara and Lionel would miss her sadly, indeed it would be 
unkind to leave them, it would be positively wrong to for- 
sake them when she was of some value, and go where she 
could not suppose herself to bo actually wanted, though she 
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Blight be loved and cherished. Yet to give up thai beloved 
hope I Tte vision that had delighted her from the first 
years of her orphanhood ; the hope become tangible beyond 
all expectations, tho wish of her heart. To give up home, 
Edmund and Agnes, for this weary life ! How could she ? 
But it was not worth while to think about it yet, things 
might change, before they were ready for her, Mrs. tyddeil 
might recover, Clara and Lionel might grow eufB.cient for 
each other, anything might, would or should happen, rather 
than she would give up her beloved hope of the home she 
longed for, especially now the house was actually building, 
and each letter brought her accounts of its progress. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



Many weeta had passed away, a,nd nothing had changed, in 
any material way, since the spring. Mrs. Lyddell's condi- 
tion was still unsatisfactory, and she seemed to be settling 
into a confirm.ed state of ill health, and almost of hypochon- 
driacism. So many shocks, following each other in such 
quick succession, on a person entirely unprepared by nature, 
experience or self-reguk,tionj had entirely broken her down, 
and shattered her nerves and spirits in a manner which she 
seemed less and less like to recover. She was only able to 
rise late in the day, take a short drive, and aftor dining in 
her own room, come down in the evening, if they were alone, 
and it was a good day with her. 

No change, neitlier sea air, nor London advice, had made 
much difference, and her condition had become so habitual, 
that her family had ceased to expect any considerable amend- 
ment; and it was likely that Clara would, for many years, 
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have full employment aa lier compaDioa and attendant. 
Lionel was perfectly, hopelosaly blind, but growing recon- 
ciled to bia misfortune, and habituated to the privation, as 
w«ll as resigned in will. His natural character, of a high- 
spirited, joyous, enterprising boy, showed itself still in his 
independence and fearlessness, joined to cheerfulness, and en- 
livened the house. He had even gone the length of talking 
freely and droUy to his father, and Mr. Lyddell had learnt 
to smile, and even laugh at his fun. 

There had been fears that the removal to London, for the 
session of Parliament, would be a great privation to him, 
since be would miss the wandering about tho downs by him- 
self, and the riding with Marian ; but hia temper and spirita 
did not fail. He walked every day with hor, and was enter- 
tained with all he heard, both by his own qniek ears, and by 
her description. They went to exhibitions, where she saw 
for him, and thero were lectures, readings, and other oral 
arausementB, to which his father, or some good-natured friend, 
would take hira. Ho began to acquire a taste for music, 
which he had hitherto never cared to hoar, and concerts be- 
came 3 great delight to him : though he had not the correct 
ear, and admirable appreciation of music, that often, in blind 
persons, seems Hke a compensation for the loss of the pleas- 
ures of the eye. 

Lady Mai'chmout became very kind to him. She was 
thoroughly good natured, and the sight of the blind youth, 
whose arm Marian held as they walked together, stirred all 
her kindly feelings. He was gentlemanliie and pleasant 
looking, and his manner, now divested of schoolboy brusqu&- 
rie, was frank and confiding. Selina was disposed to like 
hiin, and to bo interested in him. She found, too, that Ma- 
rian did not like to go out when his amusement was not pro- 
vided for ; so at first for Marian's sake, then for his own, she 
made him join them when they went to concerts, or to any other 
amusement that could gratify him. Her bright liveliness and 
spirited way of talking, won him ; and it delighted Marian to 
see what groat friends they became, even to the length of 
laughing over the old "Wreath of Beauty story together. 
And when at length she was brought, of her own accord, in 
some degree to patroniso Clara, it was a triumph indeed ; 
and Mrs, Lyddell was more obliged to Marian than for all the 
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real benefits elie had conferred, when she saw Olai-a dressed 
to go to a party at Lady Marehmont's. 

Ail this time Marian was becoming more and more a 
prey to tliat secret doubt, whether it might not be a duty to 
give up her cherished hope of a home it Fern Torr. She 
did not see how she could be spared Clara was an admira- 
ble attendant on her mother, and wa^ becoming a better 
mistress of the house ; but she wis not able to be at the 
same time a companion to her father and Lionel, and, poor 
girl, she would be very foilora and much it a loss, without 
Marian's elder sisterhood ; for the sense of help and reiianee 
that Marian's presence gave her was little less. For her to 
go away, would be to bring home to Clara the loss of Caro- 
line more than she had ever been left to feel it. 

Tet, on the other hand, Clara was no companion. Tbey 
talked, indeed, but they never discussed, — never had any 
interchange of higher sympathies or reflections ; it was not 
getting beyond the immediate matter in hand ; and often 
Mariau would be sensible that, if her own pleasure were 
consulted, a walk or ride, with her thoughts free to range in 
meditation or day-dream, was preferable to Clara's chatter. 

Her own pleasure, — that she enjoyed but little, and less 
now thail ever, for her time was never her own. There was 
Lionel on her hands almost every day, to be read to, or 
walked with ; and if he went out with his father, or spent an 
hour in his mother's room, there was Clara wanting her quite 
as much, for gossip, exercise, or consultation. Mrs. Ljddell, 
too, must bo visited ; for though Marian was not the most 
beloved, or most welcome person in the world, yet a change 
of society and conversation was desirable, both for her sake 
and Clara's ; so more than two hours every day were spent 
in her sitting-room. Then, in the evening, Marian's thoughts 
and ears must be free for Mr. Lyddell and Lionel. All her 
own pursuits were at an end, she had hardly touched a pen- 
cil the whole year, nor opened a German book, nor indeed 
any hook, excepting what she read to Lionel, and these were 
many. She was very seldom able to enjoy the luxury of 
being alone ; she could hardly even write her letters, escept 
by sitting np for them ; and even the valuable hour before 
midnight was not certain to be her own, for if Clara had no 
other time to pour out her cares, she used to come tlien, and 
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linger in her cousin's room, reiterating petty perplexities^ 
endless ia detail. 

How delightful to escape from all this, to cjuietneas, peace, 
freedom from her own cares and other people's, — Fern Torr 
air and scenery, Edmund and Agnes for companions, and 
liherty to teach school- children, go ahout among her own 
people, do good in her own way, and enjoy her own studies. 
It was like a captive longing to he set free^ — a wanderer in 
sight of home. 

Bnt the captive paused on tlie threshold of the dungeon ; 
the wanderer stood still on the hrow of the last hill. Marian 
paced up and down her own room, and thought and reasoned 
half alond, — 

" Sweet ia tie smile of home, the mutnal look, 
When hearts are of eaoii other save ; 
Swoet all the jojsthat erown the household nook, 

The hauat of all affections pure : 
Yet in the world even these abide, and we 
Above the world our calliDg boast." 

" And I am mating them the world, if for their sake I 
give up what my conscience calla on me to do. I know, 
though I do tittle good here, my going away would make 
them 'more uncomfortable. Have I any right to seek my 
ple^ure ? But I should do more good there; I should go 
to school, read to the poor people, go to Ohureh in the week, 
be more improved myself. that homo of peace and joy 1 
And Gerald — my first duty is to him. But what harm would 
it do him ? I could go home for his holidays. I must not 
deceive myself; I have been put in the way of positive du- 
ties here, or rather, ways of being useful have grown up 
round me. Is it wght to run away from them, — poor Lio- 
nel, poor Clara ! Would not every weary hour of Lionel's 
— every time Clara was teased, and teased her father, — ho 
my fault ? But how Edmund and Agnea will ho disappoint- 
ed ! — they who will have been throwing away so much kind 
care I you goose of a Marian ! are you going to fancy it 
is for your sake that they mean to marry ? don't you think 
they can do very well without yon ? How very silly to bo 
sorry that it must be so ! — ^how very, very silly I Aid even 
Gerald will marry one of these days, and will not want me; 
and shall I always be alone then ? h'or as to that other sort 
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of affection, I am Bure it is quite certain tliat I can never 
care for any body enough to marry, — never half as well as 
for Gerald, No, no oae will ever love me aa I do others ; 
every one has some one nearer to them ; a lonely life, and 
never a home I Well, then there is a home somewhere else, 
and those who made my earthly home are waiting for me 
there, in the Land of the Leal." 

Such was the tenor of Marian's oft-repeated musings. 
Tlie practical resnlt was a resolution to consult Edmuccl 
whea she should go to Fern Torr to his wedding, early in 
August. She could not write her pros and eons, but to Ed- 
mund she could tell them, and trust to him as a just and im- 
partial judge ; and if Agnes was angry, it would serve them, 
thought Marian, smiling, for a quarrel, for they won't have 
many other chances of one. 

However, the time drew on when, behold, every one's 
calculations were disturbed by a sudden di^olation of Par- 
liament. Hitherto such events had not made much differ- 
ence to the Lyddolls, as Mr. Lyddell's election had been, for 
the last twenty years, unopposed ; and the only doubt at 
present was, whether he thought it worth while to stand 
again, considering that he was growing old and weary of 
business, and besides could not well afford the London house. 

He had been hinting something of the kind to Lionel and 
Marian in the evening, as a matter under consideration, and 
they had heard it with joy, when the next morning made a 
sudden change in affairs, by bringing tidings that Mr. Faulk- 
ner was soliciting the votes of Mr. Lyddell's constituents on 
the opposite interest, taking tho wrong side of the question, 
— a moat important one, upon which the dissolution had 
taken place. 

Here was indignation indeed. There was something so 
unfeeling in such a proceeding, on his part, that the mildest 
word spoken against him was Marian's, and that was " atro- 
cioua." To give up was one thing, to he thus turned out 
was quite another; and it was clearly right to the mora! 
sense, as well as satisfactory to the indignant temper, that 
Mr. Ljddell should oppose " to the last gasp," as the furi- 
ous Lionel espressed it, one who espoused principles so per- 
nicious both in politics and religion. One thing was certain, 
thfit nobody would ever wish agaiu that OaroUue bad mar- 
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ried him. Ill as Mr. Lyddell could afford tho expense of a 
contested election, liia blood was up, and te was determined 
not to yield an inch. Never had Marian believed she could 
grow so vehement about anything that concerned him, but 
now her whole soul seemed to be in hia success. Ho had al- 
ways been on tlie right side; and now that a steadily grow- 
ing sense of religion was influencing all his actions, he was 
just the fit person for his position, aad Marian could, on 
principle, wish earnestly to see him retain it, for his own 
sake, as well as to keep out Mr. Faulkner. But, alas 1 poor 
Marian, that the ministers should have chosen this precise 
time, so as just to bring the election tho very week of Ed- 
mund's wedding ! 

What was to bo done? Mrs. Lyddell could not believe 
that an election would go on right without dinner-parties of 
every visitable individual in the connty ; and how was Clara 
to manage them all ? Mrs. Lyddell's only experiment, in 
coming into the room when there was company, had done her 
so much harm, that it was not on any account to bo repeated; 
and her restlessness and anxiety, — her persuasion that noth- 
ing could be done well in which she was not concerned, — 
made, the keeping her quiet a more anxious business than 
even tho receiving company. There was Mr. Lyddell want- 
ing to have lists written, and needing all sorts of small helps 
to which he had been used from his active wife ; everything 
came on the two girls, and Marian did not see how she could 
be spared even for the three days it would take to go to the 
wedding. 

Perhaps that excitement about the election would have 
somewhat dulled the aeuteness of the sacrifice, if it had not 
been for what was to come after it. The die must be east 
without consultation with Edmund ; she must write and tell 
them that their kind design for her was in vain. 

Gerald was at Oakworthy for tho first week of his holi- 
days, and he was tho only person she could call to hold coun- 
cil with her. She had some difficulty in catching him; for 
he was galloping about with messages all day, figuring to 
himself that he produced a grand effect in the canvass, — 
making caricatures, describing them to Lionel, and conduct- 
ing him wherever he was not expected to be seen. However, 
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oateh him sLe did, at 'bed-timo, and pulliDg Iniii into licr 
room, propounded hor difB.calty. 

" Gerald, I don't see how I ain erer to manage to go with 
you to their wedding." 

" Ha ? don't you ? Well, it would be a pity to lose the 
nomination-day, and the show of hands ; I should travel all 
night to be ia time, hut you could not, I suppose ? " 

" I ? why you don't thint I should go to it ? " 

" Lionel will — I am to take care of Lionel. Can't you 
go ? What a bore it must he to be a woman ! Well, then, 
why don't you come to the wedding ? " 

" Becauso I thint Clara will get into such a fuss, if there 
is no one to help her at the dinner the evening before. 
There is Mrs. Prlngle coming to dine and sleep, so It can't 
be only a gentleman's party : and there is so much to do." 

" Whew ! it will be very stupid of you not to come ; and 
how Agnes will scold I But I suppose you can't he every- 
where. One would give up something for the sake of boat- 
ing such a rogue as that Faulkner." 

" If we were but sure of doing it." 

" Sure ! Why we ishall sniaeh him to shivers, if one 
fortieth part of the people are but as good as their word. 
Did I tell you, Marian, how I answered that old farmer to- 
day ?" &.O., &o,, all which Marian had to hear, before she 
could get him back to the matter in hand. 

"1 am almost sorry to give up those three days," he said, 
" though it is for their wedding; but you see, Marian," and 
the boy spoke with his air of consequence, " I think it ia ex- 
pected of me, and they would all be disappointed. It would 
not look as if it was well between Edmund and me, if I was 
not present; but you can pleaso yourself, yon know." 

" Tes, yea, you could not stay away," said Marian ; " I 
should be very sorry that you should. Ton must go." 

" And if I come away that afternoon, I may be back by 
the mail train by one at night, and be in time for the show 
of hands. Hurrah I I've a mind to write to Jemmy, to buy 
up all the rotten eggs in Fern Torr." 

" Toil wild animal ! But do be sensible a little while, 
Gerald, for I have something serious to ask your advice 
upon," 
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" Well," — and all the wisdom of sisteeE was at licr ser- 

"I want toknow what you tliiulc about my living liore, or 
at Fern Ton ? " 

" Hollo 1 why I thougtt it was settled long ago tliat you 
wore to live at die Quarry with them." 

"So it was; but I don't know whether I am not more 
wanted here thaa there." 

" Tou don't mean that they have chaugod their mind, 
and don't want to Lave you ? " 

" Not a bit — dear, no I but I think, somehow, Clara 
and Lionel find me of more use than they would." 

" To be sure, this place would be in a pretty tolerable 
sort of a mess without you. I don't know how any of them 
would get oa." 

" }vell, then, I wanted your opinion, Gerald ; I had bet- 
ter tell Edmund and Agnes that I ought to stay on here." 

" But what am I to do f I mean to be at Eei-n Torr in 
the holidays, I assure you, except a week or two, just to sec 
Lionel; and I don't mean to have my holidays without you, 
I declare ! " 

" O, I hope always to come home for them." 

"Why, thou, if I have you when I am at home, I don't 
cai-e, — I mea,n — " said Gerald, conscious of the egotism he 
was committing, " I mean you don't like it half so well, do 
you ? " 

" no — I mean — I don't know — " 

" Which do you mean ? " 

" I don't know — at least, of course, I had rather be with 
Edmund and Agnes than anybody else, except you; but 
then, if I was thinking Lionel had no one to read to him, 
or to ride with, or that Mrs. Lyddell was worse, and Clara 
unhappy, I could hardly enjoy it." 

" You would not think so much about it if you wero 
away from them." 

" Perhaps not, but it would be the same, and it would 
haunt me at night." 

" But, Marian, you can't give up Edmund and Agnea 
now they have built a room for you." 

" I must have it when I come for your holidays." 

^' Well, you must do as you please," said Gerald. 
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" And you won't be vexed ? " 

"Vexed! Whj should I? It is uotLing to me, if I 
have jou wlien I am at liome; and, indeed, I don't see wliat 
poor Lionel would do wittoiit you. I suppose it is the best 
way, since you like it; only you must settle it with Agnes 
your own way, I shall tell her it is not my fault. Won't 
she be in a rage, that's all ! " 

With whicti sentence Sir Gerald's acijuioscence was con- 
veyedj with little perception of the struggle in his siater'a 
mind, and of the pain and grief it was to Ler to write to hei' 
cousin and friend, begging them to release her from her pro- 

Aa to the vest of the houscj tliey never appeared to think 
at all about her quitting them; or if Clara and Lionel did, 
perotanoe, remember that it had been spoken of, they lioped 
it had blown over, and dreaded tbe revival of the idea too 
much to refer to it. Not one of the whole family gaessed 
that to them was sacrificed the most tresaured project of 
Marian's life. 

She bad made up hei- mind, but she could not bear to 
write to tell her friend that her plans were frustrated; so it 
was to Edmund that she wrote the full detail of her reasons 
and regfeta, begging him to forgive her, and to make her 
peace with Agnes; while she begged Mrs. Wortley to ex- 
cuse her for missing the wedding, 

Edmund's answer was just what sbe wished, and indeed 
expected. " You are right," he said, " and it ia of no use 
to tell you bow sorry we are. It is impossible to be BO selfish 
as to wisli you to act otherwise, and in process of time you may 
perhaps obtain Agnea' pardon : in the mean time we never 
walk to tbe Quarry, without her abusing you for giving so 
much trouble for nothing. I would only advise one thing, 
namely, that you make no promise nor engagement respecting 
your pla«e of residence, since circumstances may alter; and 
you had better not fee! yourself bound. With this proviso 
we resign you to your own judgment, and to the place where 
you seem indeed at present to be most wanted," 

So wrote Edmund : Agnea did not write at all. Marian 
announced that she had given up going to the wedding. 
Clara was sorry she shoiild miss it, but could not guess how 
fibe should have managed without her ; and no one else had 
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leisure to th'uik at all, or else considered jtijuiteas a matter 
of course that she should not go away when slie was wanted. 

If any one Lad, seven years, or even one year ago, told 
Marian Low sLe would spend that bridal day, her incredulity 
would have been complete. So absorbed was she in Mr, Lyd- 
dcll'a election affairs that she hardly Lad time to tliink about 
it, between hopes and alarms, donbts and intelligence, visit- 
ois and preparatioiK, notes to be written and papers to be 
found, Clara to be helped, Mrs. Lyddell to be kept C|uiet, 
Lionel's news to Lear, the dinner party to he entertamed. 
Very differently Lad Mai'ian now learnt to sit in company 
from former days. She had a motive now, in the wish to 
help Clara, and all her distant coldness had melted into a 
quiet, kind, obliging manner, which bad taught her to take 
genuine interest even in common-place people, and caused 
it to be said that Miss Arundel had ceased to be shy and 
haughty. It was all one whirl, leaving no time for sitting 
down, and still less for musing, Lionel went indeed with 
his father to the committee-room, and was ttere half tlie 
day; for his services were wonderftJ, and particularly his 
memory for names and places, to which Mr. Lyddell declared 
he would rather trust than to any memorandum. He was 
thus 'out of Marian's way all the morning, but there was 
enough to occupy her without Lim, and in the afternoon ho 
came home, fall of news, and especially fiill of glory, in a 
comjuest of his own, a doubtful voter, whom he had recol- 
lected, and undertaken to secure, had made the servant drive 
Lim round that way, canvassed on his own account, and ob- 
tained a promise, extracted as Marian suspected, by admira- 
tion of the blind young gentleman's high spirit and inde- 
pendence. 

Mr. Lyddell was particularly delighted; when became 
home very late, just before the eight o'clock dinner, he came 
up into his wife's room, and told her the whole story, told 
Marian all over again on the stairs, and told it a third time 
to some of the dinner guests, before Lionel came down. 
Marian saw he valued that vote above all the rest. 

Busy as tbe day had been, Marian was resolved to sit up 
till her brother's return at two o'clock in the morning-, to 
hear Lis tidings, and she expected to enjoy tbe spaoe fop 
thinking; but the thoughts would not be settled, and instead 
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of dwelling on Bdmami and Agnes, she found herself eon- 
timially going hack to the voters' list, and counting iip the 
forces on each side. Then she grew sleepy, and fell into a 
long musing dream of shapeless fancies, woio herself, tried 
to write to Agnes, and went off into her former vision of 
felicity in the house at the Quarry, which she indulged ia, 
forgetting that she had renounced it. At last came the 
sounds of a caiTiage, and of opening doors. She met Ger- 
ald on the BtMrs, hut he was sleepy and would say little. 
" It had all gone off very well — yes — nobody cried — ^he had 
a bit of wedding-cake for her, and here was a note, she should 
hear all about it another time;" — yawn, and he shnt himself 
into his own room. That was all Marian obtained by her 
vigil. Ton,' there was the note, put in with the wedding 

" Mv DuAR Marian, — I can't relieve my mind by scold- 
ing you, and I don't know what else you have a right to 
expect after the way you have treated us. They tell me I 
must write, pud I have not a word to say, though I always 
promised you should have the first letter from 

" Your affectionate cousin, 

"Agnes Arti^uei-." 

Wild as over, thought Marian, as a little disappointed, 
she laid down the note, but she understood how Agnes had 
felt obliged to write, in hurry and agitation, and just because 
she felt deeply, had been unable to express herself otherwise 
than what somo people would call foolishly and unsuitably. 

There was not much more of the wedding to be heard 
from Gerald the next morning, for he was full of the nomi- 
nation, and proud of having Lionel under his especial charge. 

This day was as wild a bustle as the former one, and 
there was still more excitement in the evening. Of course 
the show of hands had been in favour of Mr. Faulkner, of 
course he and his proposer and seconder had behaved one 
only more disgracefiiUy than the other, of course the rabble 
hauTjehaved shamefully, and the boys were almost beside 
themselves with wrath ; and besides the details of all these 
matters-of-oourse, the boys had adventures of their own, for 
somehow Gerald and Lionel had been left in the midst of a 
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Tituperative mob, out of which Gerald had bponght off hia 
comparion in a most spiited and successful way, without 
letting any one discover Lionel's bllndneas, which would have 
been the moat ef&cieat protection for both. Again and again 
Marian was told of the gallant way in which both boys had 
conducted themselves, aad proad and pleased waa she. 

Mr. Ljddell lost his seat, and the boys were half mad, a 
hundred times more concerned than he was himself, while 
Marian moralized to herself on why it was allowed to hap- 
pen that he should be set aside from public life, just when 
he would have begun to act on truly sound principles. And 
yet perhaps the leisure he thus obtained, and the seclusion 
ifrom the whirl of politics were the very things he needed, to 
draw him entirely apart from the world which had so long 
engrossed hiia. 

It was about sis weeks after this that Mr. and Mrs. Ed- 
mund Arundel, in acceptance of a warm invitation from 
Mr. Lyddell, were driving along the white road leading to 
Oakworthy, after a very pleasant visit to the Marchmonts, 
when Seliaa had treated Agaes so affectionately, as to cause 
her to forget all past neglect, and had, as Edmund said, 
sealed their friendfliip, by raving at Marian's deeisioa. " It 
was too bad," said she, " when they had given up London, — 
the only thing that made it tolerable." 

To which, however, Agnes did not quite agree. 

" And now," said she, " I shall see whether Marian is 
happy." 

" I don't believe you wish her to be so," said Edmund. 

" No, I am not quite so spiteful," rejoined Agnes, 
" but in order to forgive her, I must think it a very great 
sacrifice." 

"And have a marvellously high estimate of our two 
selves," said Edmund. 

" What do I see ? " said Agaea. " Look at those two 
people riding on the down up mere against the sky, don't 
you see their figures ? It is a lady. Could it be Marian ? 
No, she is riding so close t-o tlie other- — he can't be a 

" Lionel, I suspect," said Edmund. 
" The poor blind boy ! surely she does not ride alone 
with him I wliat a pretty cantering on the turf. It 
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is really Mstrian, I sco now. How I do lita to seo her 

A moment or two more, and descending from tlie high 
gi-een slope, the two riders were on the road meeting the 
carriage. Marian looked her best on horsebaok, ■with her 
excellent seat, and easy, fearless manner, her little hat and 
feathers became her fine features, and the air and exercise 
gave them animation, which made her more like a piotare 
of Velasquez and less lite a Greoian statue than she was at 
any other time. Lionel rode almost close to hor, a bright 
glow of sunshine on his lively face, and a dexterity and 
quickness in his whole air that made Agnes hesitate for a 
second or two, whether he could really he the hlind youth, 
A joyous " How d'ye do ? " was called ont on each side. 
" Well, Lionel," then said Edmund, " are yoii quite well ? " 

" yes, thank you," replied a gay voice, " we thought we 
would Bee if we could not meet yoii." 

" We rode over the down," said Marian, " and we are 
going back the same way. We shall be at home as soon as 
you are. Good-bye. To the right, Lionel." 

And they were seen trotting up the hill again, then as 
the carnage came ia eight of the front door there wa^ Lionel 
jumping Marian down from her saddle. Aon id t 
know how to believe that he could not se h w tcl 1 

his upright bearing, and rapid, fearless st p 1 L th 

groping ways of persons who have lost the ght 1 t 

Clara presently came down, and Agne w -u k w 1 

her more thoughtfol face, and collected manner, so nniikt. 
the giddy child she had last seen, not intellectaal indeed, but 
quiet, lady-like, and sensible. And as to Mr. Lyddell, he 
looted so woi-n and so much older, so subdued in manner, 
and so free from those over civilities of former times, that 
Agnes made up her mind that he must not be hated. 

Of Mrs. Lyddell she saw very little, only sitting in her 
room for an hour each morning, as a visitor, bat it was evi- 
dent she was vei'y much out of health, and a great charge 
to them all. Agnea could be sorry for her, but conld not 
like her while she did not speak more cordially of Marian. 
All praise of her had something forced and against the 
grain, and Agnes thought her intGiisely ungrateful. 
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Lionel interested Agnes estremely, with bis happy, inde- 
pendent ways, unrepining temper and spirit of enterprise. 
He was always eager about some contrivance of his own, 
and just at this time it was wood-earvlng. His left hand 
showed as much sticking-plaster as stin, and ho used to 
come into the drawing-room with it wrapped up in his hand- 
kerchief and say, " Here's another, Marian," when Marian 
very quietly produced her sticking-plaster, as if it was guite 
an ordinary matter j nay, would not follow up the suggestion 
that be should not have so sharp a knife, saying that it was 
much better to cut one's finger with a sharp knife than a 
blunt one. He had cut about twenty bits of wood to waste, 
to say nothing of hands, but he persevered with amusing 
energy, and before the end of the visit had achieved a capi- 
tal old man's bead for the top of a walking stick, which he 
presented to Edmund. He promised Agaes a set of silk 
winders, and in the mean time made great friends with her, 
getting her to tell him about her brother's sporting adven tares, 
and in return making himself very amusiog with relations out 
of his sailor brother's letters, Johnny had been concerned in 
the great exploit of climbing the Peter Bottle mountain, and 
IiioneL was as proud of it as if be had done it himself, mak- 
ing Marian show everybody a drawing which Gerald had 
made of the appearance that Johnny must have cut, stand- 
ing on one leg on the highest stone. They were also struck 
with the change in the manner in which Walter was regarded, 
and the pride and affection with which all the family spoko 
of his doings at bis curacy. 

But that Marian, though not prominent, and apparently 
merely a guest, was necessary to the comfort of each mem- 
ber of the family, was a thing that at the end of a fortnight, 
Agnes could not deny. Nor could she attempt to make up 
a case to show that she and her husband were equally in 
want of her. 

" So, Marian," said she, as they parted, " I forgive you 
on. condition of your spending Christmas with us." 

" And I ought to forgive you," said Edmund, " in con- 
sideration of the fulfilment of my prediction that you would 
not be able to leave the Lyddells when I was ready to re- 
ceive you." 
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Marian smiled, and watched them from tlie door. As 
thej lost sight of the Louse, Edmund turned to Lis wife, 
saying, " How little we arc fit to order events ! Here, Agnes, 
I looked hack at this house sis years ago in a eoi-t of despair. 
I was ready to reproach Provideueo, to reproaeh everything. 
I thought I saw my uncle's children in the way to he ruined, 
all his work undone, and there was I, unahle to act, and yet 
with tlie responsibility of the care of them. I tell you, 
Agnes, I never was so wretched in my life. And yet what 
short-sightedness I There has Marian been, plaoed, like a 
witness of the truth, calm, firm, constant, guarding herself 
and her brother first, and then softening, and winning all 
that came under her influence." 

" Oh I but, Edmund, your coming home saved Gerald," 
said the wife, who eould not see her husband's credit given 
away even to Marian. 

" I brought the experience and authority that she could 
not have, hut vain would have beon my attempts without 
the sense of right she had always kept up in his mind. 
Trouble has done much for those Lyddells, but I don't be- 
lieve that without her, it would have had that effect. When 
I remember what Mr. Lyddell was, his carelessness, the 
painful manner in which he used to talk ; when I see him 
now, when I think of what that poor Caroline was saved 
from, when I see tlie alteration la Clara, and watch that 
blind boy, then I see indeed that our little Marian, whom 
we thought thrown away and spoilt, was sent there to be a 
blessing. If she had been naturally a winning, gentle, per- 
suasive person, I should have thought leea of the wonder ; 
but in her it is the simple force oi goodness, undecorated. 
I once feared the constant opposition in which she lived, 
would harden her, but instead, she has softened, sweetened, 
and lost all that was hard and haughty in her ways, when it 
was no longer needed for a protection. Selina Marohmont 
has failed too in giving her the exclusive spirit which I once 
feared for ber. It is as if she had a spell for passing through 
the world unscathed." 
• " And you thivk she is happy ? " 

" As happy as those that never looJ- for thcii- happiness 
in this world." 
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Agues siglied. " My vision liaa always been," said ^e, 
" to see Marian as happy as — ouraclvos." 

" She may be yet," said Bdimind smiling, " but she haa 
the best sort of happiness. She is in less danger of cling- 
ing to this world than we are. And somehow she gives me 
the impression of one too high and nohle to seek her happi- 
ne^ in the way in which most people look for it. Tea, we 
ourselves, Agnes, we have a nest and home in tliis world; 
she stands above it, and her only relation with It is to make 
others happy." 

" She little thinks how we talk of her," said Agnes. 
" And still stranger it is, that with the reverenoe I have for 
her, I can play with her and scold her." 

A silence, ending with Agnes repeating, 

" Gk>OD LoBD, thi-ougli this world's troubled way 

Thy children's coarse seem-e ; 
And laad them onward day by day, 

Kindly like Thee and pure. 

•' Bo thdrs to do Thy woii of loye, 

All erring sonls to win ; 
Amid a ainfiil world to move, 

y«t give no smile to ein." 



HosicdDyGoOglc 



POFL'LAR WORKS OF FICTIO.N 

X)- A ^^ 3? X.. ii 'X O 1>3- <S= OO., 

ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY OF ROMANCE. 

Ill uniform oclavo vd1u:"cs, 
Handsomely iUustrated, and tounil eilher i" P^P^' covers, or in muslin. 
Frio©, in Paper, $1.00; in Clotli, i£l 50. 
«s* la thia Eeries of Eomances ara included tlie famouB iiovelB 
of LOUISA MOHLBACH. Snoe tlie dme wlien Sr Walter Scott 
pi'odaced so profouud a sensation in the reading-world, do historiBil 
novels bave achieved a success sogreat as thosefrorathe pen of iliss 

UFtlLBlCa, 

TOO STEAKGE KOT TO SB TE.UE. A Kovel. By 

Laxly Gaorsiaiia Fullei-ton. 
THE CI-SirEE WOSTATT 03? THE BAtrtlliT. By 

I.Iisa Tonse, autHor of "Tlia Heir ol' EedclyfEa," 

JOSEPH II. AUD HIS COURT. By Louisa HLiililIiae!!. 



BEBLITT AND SAWS-SOTJCl ; or, FEEDEEICK THE 
GEEAT AND HIS ERIENDS. By Louisa BIuliI- 

THB MERCHANT OF BEKLIN. By Louisa Mulilbacli. 



HENEV Tin. AND CATHAKINE PAER. By LoulEa 



> HER SON. By Louisa 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



D. Applclon c6 Company's Puhlicaiio 



■ AST EMPBBSS. By : 



, TSE EHPitESS JOSEPHIHE. By Ijouisa MuhllDach. 
. HAPOLEON AND BLUCHBB. An Historical Eo- 
maace. By Louisa Mulilljacli. 



, OLD EEITZ AND TEE NEW EEA, By Louisa JSIulil- 

ANDREAS HOFER, By Louisa IIuMbaoli. 
, BORA. Ey Julia KavanaeJl. 

SET MILTON AWD HIS TIlffiES, By Mas King. 
. BEAUBTARCHAIS. An Historical Ta!o. By A. E. 

Erachvo&sl. 

, GOETHE AND SCHXLLEB. By Louisa Huhlbaoh. 
L ClIAPLET OF PEAKLS, By Miss Yonge. 



Grace Affuilar 

HOME INIT.UENCB. l^mo. 

Cloth. fl.OO, 
KOTHEH'S BEOOMPENSE, 



;toth. 



DAYS OP BRTTCE. 

12010. Clotli. S2.(I0. 
WOMAN'S EBTEMI 



VALE OE" CEDAI^. ISmt 

cioui. SI .on. 



" Grace AguiLir'3 wovliB possoas attractions whiuli will iilw.iys 
place them aicong the stanilard writings whieh no libi'arycaa be with- 
out. 'Mother's Becompense' and 'Womnn's Friendsliip ' sliould be 
read by both youn;; and old." 

W. Arthttr. 

THE StrCOESSPXJL MERCHAWT. 1 vol., ISmo. Clotli. $1.28. 



HoslcdDyGoOglc 



-D. Jippklon tfc Compan'/s J^ablioaiio'i'ts. 



J. B. Bouton, 



. II! List 



" Uulike most hotcIb that now appear, it has no ' mlEsioo,' ths 
autboc being neitliec a pnliticiiin nor a reformer, but a slorj-teller, ac- 
cording to tlie old pattern ; and a cupital sEory lio haa produecd, n-rii- 
tea in the happiest style," 

F. Caballero. 

ELIA; or, Spain Fifty Years Ago. A Novel, l vol,, laiao. Clotli, 



Mm-y Cowilen Clarice. 



THE IKON COUSIW. 



ol,, l^iaa. Cliiili, Jl.SO 



Charles IHckens. 
The Cheap Popular Edition of the Works of Chas. 

LicbonS. Clear type, handeoinely pvir.tcd, and of convunicnt 
Kize. IS vol?., 8vo. Paper. 



OLIVER TWIST 17S..i 

ABIEKICAIT NOTES. 104-.: 

BOHIBEV & SOH 356-.: 

MARTIW CHUZZLE- 

WIT 34S .! 

Oim MUTTTAL 

PBIBKD 830..; 

CHBISIBIAS STO- 
RIES 163..! 

TALS OP TWO CI- 
TIES 144..! 

HARD TIMES, and 
ADDITIOMAL 
CHRISTMAS STO- 

EIES 300..! 

BLEAK HOUSE 340..! 



Mil 



SOLAS HIC- 
KLEBY 340-.36 

LITTLE DOEEIT....S30..35 

PICKWICK PAPERS 326. . 35 

DAVID COPPER- 
FIELD 351. .35 

BARNABV RTJDGE.357. 30 

OLD CTTEIOSITTT 

SHOP 921. .30 

SKETCHES 196.. S5 

GREAT EXPECTA- 
TIONS 184. .25 

TJKCOKMERCIAL 
TRAVELLER, 
PICTURES PROM 
ITALY, etc 300.-35 
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4 D. AppMoii tC OODijMiiy's Publications. 

THE COMPLETE POPULAR LIBRARY EDITION. Hand- 

Bomelj pvinted in good, clem- tjpe. Illustrated H'itb 33 EogrsF- 
i[ig3, and a Steol-p!atB Portriiit of Uie Autlior. 6 vols., small 
8fO. Cloth, eska. SIO.&O. 
OUK EEUTUAl. PHIEWD. With Illiistratiops by Uatcoa Stoat 
London cilllon. 2 vols., limo. Scailet Cloth, *S.O0 ; UalC Calf, ?9. 

Mrs. EUis. 

, Social Distiiiotians. A Storj. 



"There ia a charm about this lady's productiona that is extreme 
ly faBclnating. For grace and ease of natrative, ebe i3 unsurpassed ; 
her flctious ulivnya breathe a healthj moral," 

Margaret Field. 

BEHTHA PEECy; or, L'Bsperaiico. 1 toI., 13uio. CiDtb, SI. 

"A book of great power and faseination In its pic- 
tures of home life, it reminds one of Frcdrika Bremer's earlier and 
belter novels, but it possesses much more than Fredrika Bi'emer's 
descriptive power." 



Julia Kavanagh. 



DAISY BURNS. 

JI,50. 
aSAOE JJFJSi. 1 

MADELINE. ] 

HATHALIE. A Tale. 

CioUi. 11.50, 
EACHEL OBAY. 

Cloth. $1. 

"There is a quietpotrec ii 
la na fur removed from the 
BOTels can be." 



, Cloth. 
Cloth. 
Cloth. 



SEVEN VEAES, and Other 
Talea. 12mo, Cloth. 3L 

SYBIL'S SECOWD LOVEl 
IZmo. Cloth, gl.flfl. 

WOMEIT OF CHBISTIAN- 
ITTT, Exemplary for Piety 
and Charity. 12nio, Cloth. 

DOEA, lllualintea by Caston Fay. 



tlie writings of this gifted author, which 
lOl aa any of the iDodara 
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D. Applelon •& Company's Puhlia 



Marf/aret Lee. 

DR. WILUIER'S LOVE ; or, A auestioii of- Couscieaco. 



Olive Logan. 



Mai-^a J. MacintosJh, 



AUKT KITTVS TALES, 



EVENINGS AT DONALD- 
SON IffA 

Cloth. $1. 



, To Seem 



THE LOFTY AND LOWLY. 



CHASMS AND COUNTER 

CHABKIS. :2iiio. Clotli. „ 

S1.25. 
TWO PICTUltES; or, How 

We See Ourselvea, and 

How the World Sees Us. 

lYol., ISnio. Cloti. S1.60. 2vola,12ii;a Clolh. JIJW. 

"Miss Macintosh ia one of the best of the female writers of the 
daj. Her stories ore always full of lessons of truth, and purity, and 
goodnesfl, of that serene and gentle iTisdom itliich comes from no 
source so fitly as from a refined and Chriatian woman." 

Alice S. Mavciu 

The COOPERS; or Getting I LOSS AND GAIN ; or, Blar- 
Unaer Way. A Tale of Real a'aret's Home, 1 vol,, ISmo. 

life. 1 vol., 121110. Cloth. $1. I Ciotli. U. 
Tlio lamented Cousin Alice, bctler known as tho author of nu- 
merous juvenile works of a popular character, only wrote two works 
of fiction, which evidence that she could have met with equal suc- 
cess in that wait of literature. They both bear the impress of a 
mind whose purity of heart was proverbial. 

Helen Modet. 

LIGHT. A Novel. 1 vol., 7ima. Cloth. 51. 

Miss Warner, 
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D. Applet on i& C'cntpany's Fublicalions. 



SaraJi A, Wents, 

SfiirLES AHD 3?E0WHS, A Novel, i vol., I2mo. Cloth. %\;ii. 

Anonymous. 

COMETH TTP AS A PLOWEH. An Autoblogra^by. 1 vol., Svft 

NOT WISELY, BUT TOO WEIJ:.. By tlis Antlior of " Comelh up 
03 a Flower." 1 vol., Si-o. I'apci- covers. liO ceuiu. 

The naino of the author of the above ia 6till bm-icJ in obscurity. 
The senaation which was created by tho publication of "Cometh up 
as a Flower" remains unabated, as the daily increasing demand 
abundantly testifies. No work, since tho l^pe*rance of "Jane 
Eyre," has met with greater success. 

LADT ALICE; or. The New Una. ASuvel, Kov/ edillon. l':;|)er. 
MADGE; cr, Night end KToniiiiK. A Novd. I vcl., I:>ra£j. Clolli , 



WINISTET OP UFB. By tbe A^rtlior of ' 
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D, Appldon & Company's I'ullicaiivns. 

Captain Mavryatt. 
Marryatt's Popular Hovels and Tales, a new s 

tiiul edition, 12 vols., 12mo. Cloth. $12. 



PETER SIMPLE. 12ino. 

SI. 
JACOB PAITHFTJL, 

Cloili. %l. 
WAVAL OFFICER. 

Cloth. SI. 
KING'S OWN. ISino. 



NEWTOW FOKSTER. 



IHLDSHIPJKAK EASY-. ISmo. 

aoth, SI. 
PACHA OP MAW? TALES. 

THE POACHER, nwo. Cloll.. 

%i. 

THE PHANTOM SHIP. JSmo. 

Cluih. *1, 

SNAELEYOW. 13mo. Clotli. 

PBIWDIVAL EBENB. ISiiia 



Fine edition, printed on tintccl paper. 12 vols., largo ]l!mo. Cloth, 
$18.00; Half Calf, extra, $86.00. 

THE CHEAP POPULAR EDITION OF MABETATT'S 
HOVELS. To be completed In 12 voiiimcs. Printed from new 
stereotype plates, in elcfir tjpe, on good paper. Prina pep vol- 
tinie, ao cents. 

"Capt. Marrjatt is a classic nmoiig novel-writer?. A better idea 
may be had of the sea, of ship-life, especially in the mivy, from theaa 
enchanting books, than from any other source. The.v will continue 
to be read as long as tlie language exists." 



3Iiss tfane Porter. 

lEFS, A Eomaace. New and Linilsi 



The grout popularity of this novel has rendered it neccasaiy to 
furnish thia handsome edition in lai^e, readable type, with appro- 
priate embellishments, for tlio domestic library. 
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